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LETTER 15 


To Lady Sornta: The Sequel of the 
Story of Ro8ALINDA., 


o U will find me, dear Lady Gb 
iin a more gay . than when 


Nn and e N ature appears in all her va- 
fious Pride; the Fields and Groves reſound withi 
artleſs Harmony ; the Linnet and warbling Lark 
invite me often to riſe with the fragrant Morning: 

nor am I unwilling to obey the gentle Summons; 
though till I came here I had never beheld the 
riſing Sun; the Sight was as great a Novelty to 
me as a Blazing Star would have been: the 6- 
pening 1 Dawn was one of the Arcand's of Nature, 
into which my Curioſity had nevef pry d. In- 


deed I had read many Poetical Deſcriptiotis of 
Part III. B the 


EAM 


the Roſy- finger d Morning unbarring the Gates of 
Light, and deck'd in golden Veſtments, beginning 
her Progreſs o'er the Eaſtern Hills; but I left Au- 
rora to her rural Hours;-without the leaſt Incli- 
nation to trace her Footſteps in the pearly Dew. 

She was no Precedent for me; I was too polite to 
open my Eyes at ſuch ungenteel Seaſons; the Sun 
ſhone in vain, its Beams were uſele(s till *the 
modiſh World appeared. 

But I have now conquer'd theſe Refinements,” 
and can bear the aukward Cuſtom of riſing with 
the freſh Morning, and going to Bed when the 
dusky Evening cloſes, or I might keep my ſelf 
awake while every other intelligent Being on this 
Part of the Globe ſleeps; when human Affairs 
ceaſe, and the calm Creation ſeems Jull'd in a 
peaceful Slumber: Except Elves and Fairies; I 
cannot preciſely determine what Hours they 
keep; but here is a Nurſe in the Family who is 
intimately acquainted (as ſhe ſays) with theſe 
ſprightly Phantoms ; ſhe has been admitted to 
their Moon-light Revels, and has led me to ma- 
ny a Circle diſtinguiſhed with perpetual Verdure, 
where they uſe to Dance their light fantaſtick 
Rounds. Bridget and Foyce, our two Dairy 
Maids, add their Teſtimony to the Nurſe's, and 
relate their own viſionary Experience. I am no 
great Infidel, ſometimes I believe, and always wiſh 
the pretty Stories they tell me were true; but I 
dare not object againſt any of thoſe. Relations, 
for fear of being Wess a Heathen by the whole 
Village. an becky 
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My Circumſtances - are now very eaſy, my 
Miſtreſs is fully perſuaded my Education has been 
ſuperiour 'to my preſent Station, and treats me 
more like a Siſter than a Servant; I am under 
no Reſtraints but thoſe of Gratitude and Juſtice, 
which will not ſuffer me to be idle whepe L know 
my ſelf to be dependant. 

For a Damſel of Quality I can work well enough 
with my Needle; and as this is all my Miſtreſs 
will ſuffer me to do, I carry my Work to ſome 
verdant Retreat, of which here are great Varie- 
ty, in a large Garden and wide Range of Orchard 
joining to the Houſe. I am delighted with -ol& 
faſhion Bowers covered with Woodbine and Sweet- 


briar, and can fit as much at my Eaſe on a Bank 


of Camomile ſhaded with Lawrel, as ever I did 
in a painted Alcove. Maple-Trees and Box, with 
Buſhes of Roſes, are placed about in à very a- 


greeable Diſorder, the whole Scene . gay; 
but wild above Rule or Art; 


———[/hile Nature here 


Mantons as in her er and plays at will 
Her Virgin Fancies. | 


The Orchard joining to it is ſpacious and fair as 
the Heſperian Incloſures, Violets, Primroſe, and 


Crocus embroider the level Green, on which you 


tread; the Trees are ſet in Rows, their Branches 


mingle above, and are now in their gaudy Blofſ- 


foms, the Birds fit careleſs on the flow'ry Sprays, 
and from their little Throats pour a Stream of Har- 
mony, while fragrant Gates refreſh the Senfe, 


Ag and 


& AE: ÞF:T'B 5 ; 
and with -their aromatick Breath diffuſe Gledneſs 
to the Soul. 
juſt at the Bounds: of this 8 — | 
| ſtands an antient Oak; the extended Boughs are 
a Shelter from the Mid. day Sun, which perhaps 
your Ladyſhip would endure, rather than ſcreen 
your Beauty in ſuch a ruſtick Shade: Blyſium 
Groves and Myrtle Bowers are better ſuited: to 
the Delicacy of your Imagination; but Iam now 
reconciled: to Nature in its greateſt Negligence, ' 
and ſeated in this venerable Receſs, find Virtue 
and Liberty the principal Springs of human Happi- 
neſs : My Hours are here at my own Diſpoſal, nor 
am I obliged to devote them to Ceremony or vain 
Amuſements. I find my ſelf under no Neceſſity to 
court the impertinent or flatter the Ambitious, 
nor to do/a thouſand unreaſonable things for fear 
of being ſingular and out of the Mode. 
The only Intimacy I have contracted is with a 
Daughter of the Minifter of this Pariſh, they call 
her Sally; her Converſation is perfectly innocent 
and agreeable, and has ſomething in it charming 
beyond all the ſpecious Rules and ſtudied Elegance 
of the Beau-Monde; ſhe has ſpent her Leiſure in 
reading, and has certainly peruſed all the good 
Books in her Father's Study, having never opened 
a Page on any Subject but Religion, except Ar- 
galus and Parthenia. Her Preciſeneſs is all natu- 
ral and unaffected ; her Looks, her Words, her 
whole Behaviour, has an Air of Sanctity; one 
can hardly believe her an Inhabitant of this 
World, but rather a Native of ſome more refined 
and holy Region ; the Sweetneſs of her Coun- 
tenance 
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tenance, with the ſurpriſing Beauty of her whole 
Perſon, would confirm this Thought, if ſome E- 
vidence of Mortality did not appear in her decli- 
ning Health: She believes her ſelf in a Conſump- 
tion, and talks of dying as em as moſt __ 
talk of going to ſleep. 
However, this Indifference is not perhaps! en- 
tirely the Effect of Piety ; a tender Paſſion ſeems 
to have ſome ſhare in it; her Health began to de. 
cline from the Time hw: Lover died: He was the 
Son of a Neighbouring Clergyman; their Marri- 
age was concluded by the Conſent of both their 
Parents. There had been an innocent Tenderneſs 
between them from their Childhood, and juſt at 
the Period ſet to Crown their mutual Paſſion the 
Youth was ſeiſed with a Fever, which ended his 
Life, and left the gentle Maid to mourn her dif- 
appointed Joys. 

Since that ſhe has no W e to this World, 
all her Schemes of Happineſs are in a future State; 
on which her whole Attention is fixed; and no- 


thing can be more ſparkling than her Converſa- 
tion on theſe Subjects. As ſome People grow dull 


and moroſe in talking of Religion, it brightens 
her Countenance, gives a Vivacity to her 
Thoughts, and heavenly Eloquence to her 
Tongue; The Beauty of the ſpangled Firmament 
in a clear Summer Evening gives her an apparent 
Pleaſure. © In a little time .(ſhe often ſays) I 
& ſhall have a nearer View of thoſe radiant Won- 
« ders, and ſhall my ſelf outſhine their te 
« Luſtre.” 


Von 
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You old be Bud, Lady Sophia; if I would 
tvs Sally with the Angels, and talk to you of 
Knights of the Garter, Blue Ribbands, Embroi- 
der'd Coats, and other ſublunary Things. There is 
ſuch a wide Extreme betwixt theſe Subjects and 
heavenly 'Themes, that I cannot introduce your 
tender Affair with any manner of Decorum ; the 
Deſcent is too precipitant. But if I muſt talk of 
Love, my own Amour is ſomewhat more of 
the Etherial Kind than yours, and the Tranſition 
2 not be ſo difficult. 

Nor will it diſpleaſe you, to hear that my Los 
ver continues conſtant, with the Addition of fix 
thouſand a Lear to his Eſtate: It was left him by 
one of the S. L Family, ee r died with: 
out an Heir. 

My: Miſtreſs has been We 8 for 
the lovely Youth, believing his Propoſal a vaſt 
Preferment frame: while my generous Lover 
makes his Addreſſes with greater Warmth and 
Aflurance than when his Eſtate was leſs, thinks 
ing it now in his Power to offer me a Reparation 
for whatever Misfortune hath reduced me to a 
State ſo unequal to what (he is Py my 
Education has been. 

I have nor yet accepted his Propoſal, nor diſ- 
covered my Rank to him, bur tis very probable 
I ſhall do both. What Objection can I, or ra- 
ther what can you make againſt it? His Defeent 
is every Way illuſtrions, and has vaſtly the Ad- 
vantage of mine; Nature has diſtinguiſhed him 
with an Air of Grandeur, beyond all the bor- 
row'd Luſtre of Titles or Equipage. There is 

: an 
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an Elegance in his Behaviour ſuperiour to the 
Rules of Art or Imitation; not Paris, when con- 
feſs'd Prince on the Plains of Ida, appeared more 
graceful: He talks of Love, not in the Strains 
of Dramatick Frenzy, but with the. Sobriety of 
Reaſon and Virtue: Perſuaſion dwells on his 
Tongue, while he deſcribes the gentle Paſſion in 
Accents calm as the Midnight Air. What the 
Conſequence will be I cannot yet determine. 
Dear Lady Sophia, adieu. 


Ros ALIN DA. 
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To Lady Sorttia. 


r Romance is now finiſhed, the 
| 8 45 Drama is come to 4 Concluſion; 1 
8 have been married theſe four Months, 
and from the ſober regular Way of 
Life I am now in, you muſt expect 
ho more Adventures. 

I forgot in my laſt to inform you, that with 
the Six thouſand a Year there was a Seat nobly 
futniſned left to What muſt I call him? 
not my Husband, for fear the aukward domeſtick 
Sound ſhould give you the Spleen: And if I 
ſhould give him the Appellation of my Gallant; 
my Lover, of the charming Youth, you would 
think me run mad in Romance: but I hope 1 


may call him by his proper Name, which is 
Lucius. 


The Seat of which he is now the Poſſeſſor, 
looks like the Abode of Liberty and guiltleſs De- 
light ; the Situation has ſomething in it ſo jovial 
and airy, that it gives an Alacrity to the Mind: 
It ſtands on a gentle Riſing, with the View of a 
ſpacious Valley before it, through which a luxu- 

I rianf 
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riant River draws its ſhining Train, and bleſſes 
the Borders with immortal Verdure; the wide 
Campaign beyond opens a fait Variety of Hills 
of Groves,” and fertile Plains, which terminate in 
a diſtant Profpe& of the Sea. You have this 
beautiful Scene of Nature from every WIE 
in the Front of the Houſe. ' © 

The oppoſite Side of the Structure Glcloles 4 
quite different View; as that ſems the Triumph 
of Nature, this appears the Inſult of Art; the 
Gardens and- Groves are ſo exquiſitely fine" and 
regular, that I fancy my ſelf in Fairy-Land; it 
looks all like the Effect of we and 
beyond human Contrivancte. 

The Loves and Graces figur'd in the paitited' 
| Alcoves perſuade me, I am got among the Im- 
mottals, who ſeem to court me to their ſoft Re- 
ceſſes, when through a long Viſto the ſmiling 
Forms riſe in juſt Proportion before me, I eon- 
verſe with Deities, and am charm'd with the 
Wonders of the poetical World: 
I find Leifure enough for theſe viſionary De- 
lights, being diſcharged from Family Cares by 
my Husband's Grandmother, who is qualified to 
manage thoſe Affairs with great Prudence and 
Decency: It is a Pleafufe to me to ſubmit to her 
Advice in evety Punctilio, as I find it obliges 
Lucius, who treats her with: the utmoſt Defe- 
rence and Reſpect; nor fails to find ſome hand- 
ſome Excuſe for any Thing that has the Appear- 
ance of Obſtinacy or Caprice in her Temper. 

His Merit in every Occurtence ſecures my E- 
ſteem; an Air of Juſtice and Benignity ſhines 

Part III. C through 
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through his whole Conduct; his Mind was in 
the ſame Elevation when his Fortune, was at the 
loweſt, nor has this unexpected Turn had the 
leaſt Influence on the Modeſty and Evenneſs of 
his Diſpoſition: His Management in every Thing 
is at once generous and diſcreet; he has devoted 
a thouſand Pounds a Vear out of the Six thou- 
ſand to charitable Uſes, another Thouſand he ſe- 
cured to me for my peculiar Expences; the reſt 
to be ſpent in his Houſhold, the Charge of which 
he has limited to his Income, and pays his Bills 
once a Month with great Exactneſs, that no ho- 
neſt Tradeſman may be injured by his Delay. 
Whatever Treſpaſs is done by the Careleſsneſs 
of his Servants in the Purſuit of their rural 
Sports, he patiently hears the Complaints of the 
Sufferer, and reſtores their Damage to the full. 

His Compaſſion is equal to his Juſtice ; never 
has he been ſeen to turn away from a Spectacle 
of Pity, never has he ſhut his Ears to the Voice 
of Diſtreſs, never by an inſolent Reproach ſi- 
lenced the Cries of Poverty, nor delay'd his 
Bounty to the Neceſſitous. 5 

Several honeſt Clergymen with large Families 
and narrow Incomes have already experienced 
his Generoſity, and bleſſed their young Bene- 
factor. He has taken a Son of a neighbouring 
Miniſter into the Family, who was bred at the 
Univerſity, and is a Youth of great Piety and 
very good Senſe ; he reads conſtantly to us Morn- 
ing and Evening Prayers, when not a Servant in 
the Houſe is ſuffered to be abſent. 

Lucius 
2 
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Lucius has a handſome Collection of Engliſh 
and French Authors; his Father lived long e- 
nough to ſee him inſtructed in both theſe Lan- 
gvages ; ſo that his Books with the Converſation 
of the young Student are the agreeable Amuſe- 
ment of his leiſure Hours, which are not ſo ma- 
ny as he ſeems to wiſh, his Rank and Merit ſtill 
engaging him in new Acquaintance, there being 
ſeveral Gentlemen's Seats ſcattered about in this 
pleaſant Campaign, 

I find my ſelf more free and diſengaged, ha- 
ving no Companion but Sally: In her Converſa- 
tion I forget I am below the Stars, and mingle - 
with immortal Beings; her Sentiments are all 
elevated and refined, the Language of Heaven 
flows from her Lips in Accents ſweet as an An- 
gel's Voice; ſhe has a ſurpriſing Memory, and 
ſpeaks the fineſt Parts of Milton by heart: I fancy 
my ſelf among the celeſtial Minſtrels, when fhe 
repeats that Deſcription where _ 


—— Their golden Harps they take, 
Harps ever tun d, that glitt ring by their Side 
Like Quivers hung, and with Preamble ſweet 
Of charming Symphony, they introduce 
Their ſacred Song, and waken Raptures high. 


Mr. Pope's MESsSTIARH is another of her fa- 
vourite Poems, which ſhe recites with ſuch a 
graceful Pronunciation, that it ſeems always new 
and ſurpriſing. : B12 281 
But while I am enjoying this agreeable Society, 
I know 'tis a Pleaſure that is ſtealing from me 
C2 lize 
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nns 
like ſome fair Flower, whoſe Bloom vithers 
while I am regaling my Senſe with its Fragrancy: 
The young Saint is bidding adieu to mortal 
Things, and preparing for her native Skies. I 
brought her hither to try if the Change of Air 
would mend her Health, but I ſee no Advantage 
ſhe has by it; and finding her impatient to re- 
turn, I have promiſed to carry her in my Chaiſe 
to morrow, back to her Father's Houſe. I go 
the more willingly, that I may make a Viſit to 
the peaceful Abode where I ſpent ſo many hap- 
py Hours. 

I know not if my Miſtreſs has yet recovered 
the Confuſion ſhe was in at the Diſcovery of my 
Quality: As for Lucius, it ſeemed to be no Secret 
to him; he told me, there was ſomething in my 
Behaviour that convinced him I was not in my 


proper Station ; but by what Misfortune I was 


ſunk, he could never make the leaſt Conjecture: 


My Conduct he thought. was too reſerved to ſuf- 


fer him to ſuſpe& any Thing to my Diſadvan- 
tage, and when he found my Concealment was 
on a Religious Account, it gave him the higheſt 
Satisfaction to find it in his Power, to place me 
in Circumſtances more agreeable and indepen- 
dent. | 

Twa or three Days after I was married, I writ 
ta my Father with all the Submiſſion and Ten- 


derneſs that natural Affection could dictate: IT am 


informed he relents, and is pleaſed with an Al- 
liance to this noble Family; but T have not yet 
had the Honour of any Letter or Meſſage from 
his Lordſhip. Oh could I throw my ſelf at his 

| Feet, 
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Feet, and once more hear his paternal Bleſſing, 
my Happineſs were compleat! 

The PAsToORAL I have incloſed was 
urit as a ſolitary Amuſement, which makes me 
ſend it without any Apology, or giving my {elf 
the Airs of being an Author: I hope it will not 
diſpleaſe you, that my Shepherd happens to be a 
Chriſtian, and that the Paſtoral Scene lies on the 
Britiſh Plains, as long as I leave you to wander at 
your Leiſure in the Vale of Tempe, or follow 


your fleecy Chargs on the fair Arcadian Paſtures. 
Adieu. 


Yours, &c. 


RosALINDA 


A. 2 1 
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HENRY and LUCY. 


HENRY. 


J_VCF, while reſting in this verdant Shade, 
By pow'r divine thus elegantly made, 


Say, can'ſt thou envy Pomp and regal Rooms, 
Gay with the Luxury of Perſian Looms ; | 
Or painted Roofs, whoſe Beauty would entice 
The Thoughts thro' all the fabled Joys of Vice? 


Fabled 


ay LET T EAS 
Fabled indeed! true Joys it cannot boaſt, 
Since Pleaſure flies when Innocence is loſt ; 
Remorſe, Deſpair, and every cruel Gueſt, 
Become the Inmates of the guilty Breaſt. 


. | 

How ſpotleſs, Henry, is thy well-turn'd Mind, 
Averſe to Ill, to follow Good inclin'd : 

With the converſing, ev'ry Day I learn 

New Charms in ſacred Virtue to diſcern ; 


And emulous of thee, with Joy purſue 
That Goodneſs I admire and love in you. 


HENRT 


Thou need*ſt not learn of me in Nature's Book, 
Thou may'ſt on thy Creator's Wiſdom loox: 
And as the Planets run their conſtant R ace, 
His glorious Footſteps in their Order trace ; 

He bids the Sun in all its Beauty riſe, 

To bleſs our Soil and guild the vaulted Skies; 
And by the Word of his Almighty Pow'r, 
Ordains the Moon to cheer the Midnight Hour; 
While ſparkling Stars in ſolemn Order wait 
Upon her filent Courſe, to grace her State. 


LUCT. 


Nor in the Skies alone his Pow'r is ſeen, 

We view it in the Grove and flow'ry Green, 

To imitate whoſe Charms all Art is faint; 

The Roſe's glowing Bluſh what Hand can paint ? 
Or 
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Or equal the pale Lilly's ſnowy Hue, 
Or emulate the Corn-flow'rs gloſſy Blue? 


: HE NRZ. 


Sure, Lucy, we like the firſt Pair are bleſt, 
While here ſecure with Innocence and Reſt 
Our Happy Hours on downy Pinions fly; 
When thus aſſiſted by Faith's ſteadfaſt Eye, 
Upon our Maker's Works we humbly gaze, 

And for their Goodneſs render him the Praiſe. 
Thus in the Patriarch's Days, the 7ewiſh Swains 
Who fed their Flocks on Mamre's Fruitful Plains 
Worſhip'd Fehovah in the Woods and Field, 
And prais'd his Name for all the Fruit they yield; : 
Implor'd his Mercy to direct their Ways, | 
To guard their Nights, and ſanctify their Days. ] 
But ſee! the Ev'ning o'er the dewy Lawn 
Already has her ſable Curtain drawn, 
Homeward we'll go, and as we ſlowly walk 
Beguile the tedious Way with farther Talk. 
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g Fiom the ſame, to Lady Sor RH IA. 


MAD AN, 
E Day after I writ to you laſt, I 
Th carried Sally Home ; where I left Her, 
not thinking when we parted that we 
oo) were to meet no more in this World: 
But ſo it proved, ſhe languiſh'd about three 
Weeks, and then without any Struggle or con- 
vulſive Pang gently reſigned her Breath. 
With what Impatience ſhe attended the happy 
Period, the incloſed will inform you: She writ 
it a few Days before ſhe died, and gave it in 
charge to one of her Friends to deliver to me. 


© G0 ROSALIN DA. 


& Dear Lady Frances, 


cc M Y Sands are now running low, the 
Springs of Life will ſoon ceaſe, the 

& Duſt is returning to its native Duſt, and the 
c immortal Part to its great Original: the happy 
« Day 
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„I ſhall ſhortly mingle with the Morning Stars; 
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c Day is dawning which ſhall never be ſhaded 


with ſucceeding Night; ſome glimmerings of ce- 
leſtial Glory break thro' the Gloom, and ſcat- 
ter the Horrors of Death ; I hear from far the 
Harps of Heaven in ſoft Preludiums call me to 
the Skies | 


and converſe with the firſt-born Sons of Light ; 
I ſhall enter the bliſsful Aſſembly, and be num- 
ber'd among the glittering Attendants of the 
Empirean Courts ; the ſupreme Excellence ſhall 
unveil it ſelf, and ſuffer me to gaze on uncrea« 
ted Beauty ; I ſhall feel the Force and breath 
the Raptures of immortal Love; the ſmiling 
Moments crown'd with Joy and ever-blooming 
Life muſt now begin their everlaſting Round. 
6 The ſtormy Ocean is paſt, the ſhort Fatigue 
fulfilled, the peaceful Haven is in view; I am 
juſt ſetting my Foot on the bliſsful Coaſt ; the 
charming Land of Love, the aromatick Breezes 

already meet me from the fragrant Shore, and 
cheer me in the laſt Faintings of Nature. | 
cc Dear Lady Frances, adieu! *till now I never 
bid you a glad Farewell, nor parted without 
Reluctance ; but we ſhall meet in more ſerene 
Climates, we ſhall meet in the Fullneſs of Joy, 
in the Elevations of Glory. Mine indeed by 
the juſt Degrees of Recompence, will be! a 
Station far below yours; my Probation has 
been only the Paſſive Exerciſe of Content and 
Patience: but ſuch Virtue as yours which has 
triumph'd on all the gay Allurements of the 
World, ſhall meet a glorious Diſtinction ; the 
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& noble Army of Martyrs will receive you to their 
Number, grace you with the radiant Circlet 
c“ and victorious Palm, and record your Conqueſt 
& jn the Annals of Heaven. 

<< I ſpeak this to animate your Virtue, to en- 
& courage you in the Race of Glory; I am now 
cc paſt Flattery or Dependance on the greateſt 
& of Mortals, but I feel the moſt tender Concern 
c“ for your Happineſs, and ſhall carry the gentle 
c Impreſſion to the Regions of exalted Friend- 
& ſhip, the native Dominions of Love, to which 


& I am now going. Once more my Dear Roſa- 
& Jinda, Adieu! 


This Letter came to me with the ſad Tidings 
of her Death: No Language can deſcribe my 
Grief in its juſt Emphaſis. You will give me 
leave to weep; and ſympathize with 
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To CArLos. 


: SOD Js you was his Confident of wy unjuſt 
A 1 y Deſign in viſiting - Philander, at his 
> 25 Country Seat, you have Reaſon to ex- 
= pect I ſhould inform you of the Succeſs 

of that Adventure. 

J had a fecret Paſſion for Aſpaſſa before her 
Marriage with "this Noble Youth, and flattered 
my ſelf with ſome Hopes of —_ her prepoſ- 
ſeſſed in my Favour. 

You know how exceeding cautious and Diſereet 
I have been in my Pleaſures, and with what Dif- 
ſimulation I have ſecured to my ſelf the Character 
of a Man of Honour and Sobriety : By this Ad- 
vantage I found it eaſy to impoſe on my Friend, 
whoſe Goodneſs was real and unaffected, while 
his unblemiſhed Integrity left him unguarded to 
all my Artifice. 

But I found it impoſſible to delude my Father 
by my ſpecious Virtues; his Penetration faw- 
through that Diſguiſe by which I had eſcaped rhe 
publick Cenſure; nor could any thing have been 
more deteſtable to his open Temper, than the Af, 
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fectation and Hypocriſy of mine. After he had 
traced one of my moſt criminal Intrigues, and 
found me unreclaimed by his tendereſt Admoni- 
tions, he reſolved to diſinherit me, and ſettle his 
Eſtate on my younger Brother, who is really poſ- 
ſeſſed of all thoſe good Qualities to which with a 
vain Oſtentation I have only pretended, 

My Brother perceiving my Father's Diſguſt, 
and the Intention he had to make him his Heir, 
with an unequal'd Generofity gave me Intelligence 
of the threatened Misfortune, deſiring me to em- 
ploy ſome Friend to perſuade my Father from his 
ſevere Procecding. 

This News came to me while I was detained a 
willing Gueſt by Philander at his Country Seat; 
I diſcovered the Aﬀair to him, who immediately 
offered to attempt a Reconciliation : I gladly ac- 
cepted the kind Intention, nor knew any Perſon 
ſo likely to ſucceed. 

Philander propoſed ſtaying two or three Days 
with my Father, in order to inſinuate himſelf the 
more ſucceſsfully ; in the mean time I found but 
too eaſy Acceſs to the fair Aſpaſia, and by an Ar- 
tifice that deſerves the Blackeſt Infamy, prevailed 
with her to make a criminal Appointment in a 
private Garden belonging to the Houſe. 

This was the ſecond Day of her Husband's Ab- 
ſence; the happy Hour (as I then thought it) 
arrived, when I was to attend my Miſtreſs in a 
ſequeſter'd Arbor: But juſt as I was entering the 
Walk that led to it, a Footman came haſtily 
after me with a Letter from Philander, which 
brought me the welcome News. of his Succeſs 

with 
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with my Father. The vaſt Satisfaction he ex- 
preſſed for having procured this Reconciliation, 
vuVith the real Concern for my Welfare, which ap- 
peared iti every line, raiſed a Senſe of Honour in 
my Soul; I read the Letter again, and found my 
Guile aggravated by its bright Reverſe; my 
- Falſhood' was heightened by the Warmth and 
Fidelity with which the generous Man had pur- 
ſued my Intereſt; my Crime ſtood before me in 
its moſt infamous View: But how to extricate my 
ſelf from this Perplexity, I was entirely at a loſs. 

To neglect an Opportunity I had with ſuch 
Sollicitude obtained; to diſappoint a yielding 
Beauty ; to dare the Effects of her Contempt or 
Reſentment, by acting contrary to all the gallant 
Maxims of the World, was doing the utmoſt vio- 
lence to a Diſpoſition like mine. But then, to wrong 
my Friend with an Evidence of his Fidelity in my 
Hand, where every tender Line would reproach 
ſuch Villany ; Alexander and Scipio (I told my 
ſelf) would condemn me; with many a Heroick 
Pagan, who in the Height of youthful Deſires 
had conquered the Allurements of a guilty Paſſion. 
It was happy for me, that ſome Accident pre- 
vented Aſpaſia from following me ſo ſoon as ſhe 
deſigned. I was ſo far from being impatient at 
her Abſence, that I bleſſed every Moment's De- 
lay, and was contriving to avoid the Interview 
juſt as I ſaw her entering the Garden. 

I had been unuſed to mental Devotion, and 
yet in this dangerous Moment, on which my 
Perdition ſeemed to hang, I ſent a Secret Prayer 
to Heaven for Aſſiſtance. 
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laſtead of flying to the Chatmer's Embraces 
-with the Gayety of a Lover, I went forward with 
a flow reluctant Pace till we met, and then gave 
her my Friend's Letter: As ſoon as ſhe had read 
it, ſhe told me, I might be aſſured it ſpoke 
64 the Language of his Soul; and *tis (added the) 
c to the advantagious Light in which he has ſet 
* your Character, tis entirely to that, you are 
ce obliged for the eG Opinion I have of 
you.” 

e Ts it indeed to this generous Man (I reply'd) 
« that J am indebted for the Share I have in 
& your Eſteem? and can I return ſuch Goodnefs 
& with the vileſt Ingratitude! Here 1 pauſed, 
ſill keeping a reſpectful Diſtance. 

Aſpaſia, with her Eyes fixed on the Ground, 
Nood in a filent Confuſion : But in this mute In- 
terval imagine if you can what muſt be the Con- 
flict of my Soul! I had ſpoke my laſt, an eternal 
Silence muſt certainly have enſued, if the gentle 
Aſpafia, perceiving my Diſtreſs, had not put me 
out of Pain for an Apology. 

& T ſee (faid ſhe) the Diſorder you are in: 
cc This Retreat of Honour ought to have been 
cc mine; I fincerely wiſh it had been ſo; How- 
& ever you have led me the Way, and I owe my 
« Recovery to your Prudence.” 

&« Tt was my Importunity, Madam, (replied I) 
cc that drew you into this criminal Engagement; 
& for which I am going to inflict on my "ee the 
& ſevere Penalty of ſeeing you no more.” 

& This was what I was juſt reſolving (anſwer- 
cc ed the fair Penitent) bur you have gone be- 

„fore 
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cc fore me in every Step of Virtue; we muſt in- 
ce deed meet no more: Some Diſorder I feel gives 
« me a Pretence- to retire immediately to my 
Chamber, and you may leave this Place early 
cc in the Morning, with 4 Yor Excuſe for not 
c“ {ſeeing me.“ 

he was ſeated under a Shade of Jeſſamine, 
and appeared charming as the Queen of Love. 
My Philoſophy began to ſtagger, when ſhe ha- 
ſtily roſe and left me in an Agony of Mind which 
no Words can expreſs. 

However, I had ſo much Command of my ſelf 
as not to follow her; my Reaſon exerted all its 
Powers; the Divinity within ſpoke with a com- 
manding Force, and bid the wild tempeſtuous 
Paſſions be ſtill; my Soul obey'd the ſacred Dic- 


tates, while Truth and Friendſhip took _ pot-" 


ſeſſion of my Breaſt. 

J haſted early the next Morning from this dan- 
gerous Place, and muſt own to you, this Action 
has given me a Pleaſure in Reflection, ſuperior 
to all the Gratifications of Senſe. 
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To Carlos: From the ſame. 


PT ER your ſevereſt Raillery on my 

Conduct, I hope you will pardon 
me for being a reaſonable Creature, 
and not inſiſt on my making an A- 
pology, for following the Dictates 
of Honour and Gratitude. To your cooler 
Thoughts, Virtue may not perhaps appear ſo tri- 
vial and fantaſtick a Thing; in your ſplenetick 
Intervals, Falſhood and Treachery will probably 
loſe their Charms, and put on an Aſpect of Hor- 
ror and Deformity ; when the Sagacity of Youth 
is paſt, and a few Years have impaired your Un- 
derſtanding, you may grow ſuperſtitious, and be 
whimſical enough to fancy Friendſhip and Truth 
are Words of the moſt ſacred Importance: Since 
tis not impoſſible for you to fall into ſuch Errors 
your ſelf, you ought to paſs a charitable Cenſure 
on my Principles and Practice, however different 
from your own. 

I have ventured to ſend you this careleſs 
Tranſlation of Taſſo's Enchanted Foreff. This 
beautiful Fiction ſeems contrived to arm the Soul 
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with a noble Reſolution in whatever Occurrence 
its Virtues are called into Action. Rinalda's In- 
flexibility I hope will keep me a littie in counte- 
nance; though, I have not the Vanity to run a 
Parallel between the young Hero's Ow and 
mine. | 
Dear Carlos, io) be * 1 am too — 


your Friend to leave any Maxbogs untry * for 
your Reformation. 
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Tt HE 1 Light ſcarce hover'd i in the raft, 
When young Rinaldo left his wonted Reſt; 
Compleatly arm'd in all is Martial Pride, | 
A coſtly Scarf was o'er his Shoulders tyd;, 
Unſeen he paſs'd along each ſilent Tent, 
And onward to the dreadful Foreſt went. | 
Twas now the Seaſon when the ling'ring N ight 
Diſputes her Empire with the riſing Light; by 
A roſy . Bluſh here paints the doubtful Morn, 
There glim' ring Stars th uncertain Shades adorn: 
This Scene the thoughtful Hero entertain d. 
As on the Steep of Olivet he gain'd 
The dawning Luſtre, and 8 Night, 
With various Beauties entertain his Sight. 
Part 222 & - ls © 
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. Je num'rous flaming Lamps above, he cries, 
« Which deck the lofty Temple of the Skies! 
Thou Sun whoſe Face a golden Splendor wears! 
ce Thou filver Moon, and all ye ſparkling Stars! 
& What Trifles to your Glories are prefer'd! 
«© How little we celeſtial Things regard ! 
cc 'A'ſparkling Glance, the Lightning of a Smile 
cc Of Heav'n itſelf our eaſy Hearts beguile.” 
Thus reas'ning, he the ſacred Hill aſcends, 
And humbly there with decent Rev'rence bends ; 
Adoring to the Eaſt, he turns his Eyes, 
His Thoughts unbounded reach the inmoſt Skies. 
Mean while the Morn in golden Veſtments roſe, 
Her Viſage with a bright Vermilion glows; 
New Beams Rinaldo's Creſt and Armour gild, 
Which dart their Luſtre o'er the verdant Field; 
Refrefhing Breezes round him gently play, 
And balmy Odors on their Wings convey; | 
While from her Lap Aurora on his Head 
A Cloud of pure celeſtial Dew does ſhed ; 
Dipp'd in t thi ” ethereal Miſt, a lucid White 
His Robes diſplay, and firezm with filver Light: 
Such wien the Morning's chearful Rays appear, 
Such lively Looks the opening Bloſſoms wear; 
So looks, renew'd in all its glitt'ring Pride, 
The Serpent, when he caſts his Age aſide. 
The Knight ſill to the Wood his way purſued, 
Nor any Horror in. its Proſpect view'd; 
The fatal Foreſt, whence with ſudden Dread 
The braveſt Soldiers of the Camp had fled, 5 
Appears to him a kind inviting Shade. 
| Advancing on, a ſoft melodious Sound 
| Fills all the fair enchanted Grove around, 


The 
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The Naiſe of murm'ring Currents rolling by, 
With ſighing Winds which thro' the Branches fly; 
The Swan in dying melancholy Strains 
In Conſort with the Nightingal complain 
'The Organ, Harp, and human Voice, are found 
Mingling their Notes in one harmonious Sound. 
While from Above, as others had before, 
The Vouth expects to hear loud Thunders roar; 
Inſtead of theſe, the Songs of Syrens finds, 
The chant of Birds with warbling Waves n, 
Amaz'd, he now his haſty Steps ſuſpends, 
And a now with cautious Paces bends; 
No Obſtacle his Paſſage yet withſtood 
Beſides an ample, ſmooth, tranſparent Flood, 
From whence a thouſand Riv'lets break away, 
Which thro* the Shades in wanton Windings tray ; 
Their Banks were with luxuriant verdure orown'd, 
And painted Flow'rs adorn'd the ſmiling Ground. 
Rinaldo paus'd, when inſtantly appear © 
A ſtately Bridge on golden Arches-rear'd, 
Preſenting croſs the Stream a ſpacious Way, 
Which he undaunted paſs'd without Delay; 
Nor ſooner touch'd the River's diſtant Brinks, 
But down the viſionary Structure ſinks; 
And what before in gentle Waves roll'd by, 
A Torrent ſwells, and lifts its Billows' high: 
No Bounds the ſudden Inundation knows, 
Riſing like Floods increas'd. by melting Snows. 
The Hero fearleſs ſtill his Courſe purſues, 
And whereſoe'er he turns, freſh Wonder views; 
For whereſoe'er he turns, a ſudden Spring 
Appears, while blooming Flow'rs ay Cdors 
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The Lilly courts him, and the fragrant Roſe 

At his Approach with brighter Crimſon glows ; 

Their Cryſtal Arms the bubling Spring diſplay, 

And living Fountains open in his Way; 

The branchy Trees their verdant Pride renew, 

From ev'ry Leaf diſtils ambroſial Dew 

The Waters, Winds, and tuneful Birds again, 

[i Join'd with the Voice and Lute, begin their 

* ſoothing Strain; 

Nor yet appears to whom the melting Song, 

The human Voice, and charming Lute belong. 
Suſpended he remains, and ſcarce believes 

His waking Thoughts, or what his Senſe perceives; 

When iſſuing from the Foreſt's lofty Shade, 

He finds an ample Plain before him ſpread, 

A wondrous Myrtle in the midſt appear'd, 

Aloft in Air its ſtately Head was rear'd; 

Its Height the Palm and Cypreſs far ſurpaſt, 

And all beneath a cloſer Shadow caſt: 

| Around the leafy Arms extended wide, 

= . It tow'ring ſtood, of all the Grove the Pride; 
4 On the prodigious Plant he fix'd his Eyes, 
*Till more prodigious Things his Mind ſurprize. 

A pregnant Oak with ſudden Rupture parts, 

While from its Trunk a blooming Virgin ſtarts; 
Numbers like her their hollow Priſons rend, 
And on the Plain in ſhining Robes deſcend. 
8o dreſs d, the graceful Cynthia haunts the Groves, 
Such are her Nymphs, and ſuch rhe Goddeſs moves; 
Their folding Veſts above the Knee were ty'd, 
Their flender Legs the ſilken Buskins hide; 
Their ſnowy Arms were bare, their Locks behin1 - 
W r d hung, and wanton'd in the Wind: 

\ Like 
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Like theſe appear the beauteous Sylvan Race, 
When o'er the Lawns the flying Prey they trace; ; 
No Bows indeed they held, nor Quivers wore, 
But warbling Lutes in their fair Hands bende: 


A Circle round the wond'ring Knight they made, 
And danc'd'in artful" Mente as they ur 


66 Hail, lovely Youth! (theþ Fung) our Lady" 8 

« Care! 

c For thee. theſe foft Receſſes we prepare, 

For thee ſhe fondly languiſhes all Day, 

“ And waſtes her Life in reſtleſs Fires away; 

6 Theſe: Groves thy ' Abſence lately cem d to 
„ mourn, 

c Bur all look freſh and gay at thy Return. 


While with theſe melting Strains they charm: 
his Ears, 

A ſweeter Voice he from the Myrtle Hears = 

And iſſuing thence a lovelier Nymph appears. 

If antient Times with pious Awe.inſpir'd -- 

Silenus in his antick Form admir'd, | 

What had the ſuperſtitious Dotage been 

The mad Effect of this ſurprizing Scene! 

Her Shape was Human, but a heav'nly Grace 

And Beauty all divine adorn'd her Face. | 

With doubtful Eyes Rinaldo views the Fair; 

And ſoon recalls Armida's tempting Air; 

Then with a ſoft alluring penſive Look, 

W hich meant a thouſand tender Things, ſhe Pole 


ce Abt thou return'd, the Cauſe of all my Pain? 
Do I behold thoſe fatal Eyes again? 


va Doſt ; 
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cc Doſt thou at laſt, ungrateful Man! relent, 
« And pity my fond Youth in ſorrow- ſpent? 
“ Or as an Enemy purſue me here; 


& For this thy Arms and -thycdy' . Looks 
„ declare: 5 

c But. I, no Enemy, no Traitor fear'd, 

4 When o'er the Flood the golden Bridge I rear'd, 

« When gawdy Flow'rs along "Ou Path were 

& ſtrow'd, 
&« And living Springs to entertain n flowd” | 
Approaching nearer then, ſhe ſoftly cries, 2 | 


ce Remove this envious Helmet's vain Diſguiſe, 
And let me view again thoſe charming Eyes. 


With that a moving Tear ſhe fondly ſhed, 
While from her Cheeks the haſty Bluſhes fled ; 
Then ſigh'd, and downward caſt her lovely Eyes, 
And ſoft Complaints and kind Reproaches tries : 
Her Words the coldeſt Adamant would move, 
And melt the moſt obdurate Heart to Love. 

The youthful Hero feels the kindling Fires, 
And timely from his dang'rous Foe retires ; 
Again he ſcorns her Wiles, and fiercely drew 
His ſhining Sword, and at the Myrtle flew. 

Armida runs before with eager Haſte, 

Then twining round her darling Plant embrac'd ; 
« Oh ſtay, ſhe cries, ſtay thy inhuman Hand, 
& Or let thy Weapon in my Breaſt be ſtain'd : 
Unmov'd and deaf to all her Pray'rs he ſtood, 
And lifts his Sword to hew the fatal Wood. 

Th' Enchantreſs ſoon another Method tries, 
And as in Dreams uncouth Chimera's riſe, 
She ſtalks a monſtrous Bulk before his Eyes ; 
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A dusky Gloom her changing Face o'erſpread, 
Vaniſh'd the ſnowy White and youthful Red; 
Then like Briareus, with his hundred Hands, 
A mighty Giant in his View ſhe ſtands, --» 
And fifty flaming Swords at once ſhe weilds, 
And ſhakes aloft as many blazing Shields ; 
Her Nymphs appear like horrid Cyclops arm'd, 
But nothing his undaunted Heart alarmd. 
The Martial Youth his ſounding Strokesrenew'd, 
While hollow Groans the ſounding Strokes enſued ; 
Stupendous Terrors fill the darken'd Place, 
Reſembling now the black infernal Space; 
Thunder d the low = Heay' ns with dreadful 
Sound, kd 
Echo d in fubterrinean vaults the Ground; 
Trembled the Earth, lighten'd the flaſhing Skies, 
While warring Winds from every Quarter tiſe. 
Rinaldo ftands the raging Tempeſt's Frown, ' 
Til one fierce Stroke fells rhe tall Myrtle down; 
Th* Enchantment ends, the Phantoms diſappear, 
The Storms were Hula, "UE Fear ns ſerenely 
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— OU ſeem at preſent bospended be⸗ 
| SE 2 tween Virtue and Vice, your Mind 

g is in ſuch a myſterious Situation, 
that it is not eaſy to determine to 
what Claſs you belong: One can 
bandly call you a Saint, the Flattery would be 
too apparent; and yet it would be a little uncha- 
ritable to put you in the oppoſite Rank, where 
your wn Modeſty has placed you: But my Bu- 
ſineſs is not to diſpute what you are, but to give 
you the Information you deſire, and from my 
own Experience to reſolve on which Side the Ad- 
vantage of Pleaſure falls. 

You imagine I bave acted i in both che . 
ters of Saint and Sinner, and tryd the Extremes 
of Virtue and Vice: In the laſt I am too much 
experienced, but this makes me more capable of 
paſſing a Cenſure ; for I was a Sort of Philoſophick 
Libertine, and Sed Pleaſure for the ſake of 
Demonſtration; I pauſed, I reaſoned, I made 
critical Reflections on every Enjoyment ; I pro- 
poſed ſomething beyond gratifying a low and = 
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ſual Inclination; mine was a deliberate Search 
after Happineſs; while the Method was wrong 
my End was right; but every guilty Experiment 
brought its own Conviction, and left me reſtleſs 
and diſappointed. 

Sometimes I exclaimed in Proſe, ſometimes in 
Verſe; I burleſqued the Vanities of Life, and the 
Weakneſs of human Nature; I turned Moraliſt, 
looked grave, and acted ſoberly: But this was a 
Situation too cold for my Temper, it was neither 
ſleeping nor waking; this ſupine Indolence was 
but a poor Exchange for the jovial Activities I 
had reſigned, nor could I aſſent to that ſpiritleſs 
Maxim, that Virtue was its own Reward, if there 
was no future Expectation: Let us Eat and Drink, 
for to morrow we die, appeared to me a much 
more rational Concluſion. 

However, this Deliberation, this Pauſe, this 
moral Eſſay and Reſtraint of my Paſſions, was 
the firſt Step I made towards real Happineſs: In 
the Abſence of ſenſual Amuſements, my Thoughts 
found Leiſure for a nobler Application, my Soul 
grew familiar with itſelf, and, ſought Acquain- 
tance with intellectual Beings; diſtreſſed with the 
Viciffitude of mortal Things, it_traced back its 
own divine Original, and claimed paternal Re- 
fuge from the great Spring of all Exiſtence: 1 
felt the Attraction ſtrong as the Bands of Nature; 
that Felicity I had blindly ſought, the unknown 
Gov I had ignorantly worſhipped, now revealed 


hinfſelf to me, as the ſovereign Good, and my 
- peculiar Bliſs, 
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How an Almighty Agent adds, no Language of 
Men can deſcribe; but I felt the ſacred Influ- 
ence, I heard the 'heavenly Sound, the ſoft me- 
lodious Voice, calling me away from earthly Va- 
nities, while a Ray of celeſtial Beauty ſparkling 
on my Soul, eclipſed the Glories of the World, 
.and darkened all rhe Pride of Nature; the Mifts 
of Ignorance and Error vaniſhed before the di- 
vine Illumination, which with a pleaſing Evi- 
dence compelled my Aſſent to the glorious Truths 
it propoſed; my Apprehenſions were enlarged, 
and a Sanctity of Diſpoſition infuſed; thoſe 
Heights of Virtue which I once thought imprac- 
ticable, now appeared eaſy, and attended with 
ineffable Delight, ſuch as gave me ſome delicious 
Prelibations 


Of thoſe immortal Banquets, thoſe rich Draughts 
Of vital Pleaſure, which my thirfty Soul 
Shall drink for ever in. 


Theſe are no fantaſtick Deluſions, but real 
and divine Enjoyments, ſuch as enlarge the 
Mind, and give it a nobler Diſpoſition, while 
conſcious of its own Grandeur it reſts in nothing 
below boundleſs and immortal Felicity. 

This is what you ſeem anxiouſly to enquire af- 
ter: How happy ſhall I be if my Experience can 
direct you in ſuch an important Search! You 
will excuſe the ſending you theſe negligent Lines 
on a Subject ſo ſuperior to my Genius, 


On 
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On HAPPINEsõs. 


* Hatever different Paths Mankind purſue, 
Oh Happineſs, tis thee we keep in view! 
*Tis thee in every Action we intend, 
The nobleſt Motive and ſuperior End! 
Thou doſt the ſcarcely finiſh'd Soul incline, 
Its firſt Deſire, and conſcious Thought is thine ; 
Our Infant Breaſts are ſway'd by thee alone, 
When Pride and Jealouſy are yet unknown. 
Through Life's obſcure and wild Variety, 
Our ſtedfaſt Wiſhes never ſtart from thee: 
Thou art of-all our waking Thoughts the Theme, 
We court thee too in ev'ry nightly Dream : 
Th immortal Flame with equal Ardour plows, 
Nor one ſhort Moment's Intermiſſion knows: 
Whether to Courts or 'Temples we repair, 
With reſtleſs Zeal.we ſearch thee ev'ry where; 
Whether the Roads that to Perdition lead, 
Or thoſe which guide us to the Stars we tread, 
Thine is the Hope, th' ineſtimable Prize, 
The glorious Mark on which we fix our Eyes! 

Thy Charms tl enamour'd Libertine entice 
Throꝰ all the wild deſtructive Paths of Vice; 
Th' advent'rous Man refines on Sm, and makes 
In ſearch of thee, to Hell new beaten Tracks; 
Enchanting Pleaſure dances in his Sight, 
And tempts him forward by a treach'rous Light : 
But while thy flat'ring Smiles his Thoughts inflame, 
Thou prov'ſt to him a mere fantaſtick Name, 
A fair Deluſion and a pleaſing Cheat, 
A gaudy Viſion and a ſoft Deceit; 
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TEA 
Which while the Wretch purſues N eager 
Pace, 

And ſeems to overtake thee in whe ns, 
An airy Phantom mocks his cloſe Embrace; 
His Arms in vain the ſportive Shade would fold, 
Still like a gliding Ghoſt it ſlips his fondeſt Hold: 
The Diſappointment heightens yet his Rage, 
And tempts him with freſh Ardour to engage; 
Succeſsleſs, but unwearied in the Strife, 
He ſtill purſues thee to the Verge of Life; 
With Life compel'd his Dotage to reſign, 
The laſt deſpairing Sigh he breaths is thine. 

The pious Man directs his Vows to thee, 
And proves thy moſt pathetick Votary. 
Virtue itſelf, even Virtue he regards, 
But as thy Favour the Fatigue rewards. 
To ſilent Shades and Solitudes obſcure, 8 


Far from the World thou doſt his Steps allure; 

But there he lives retir'd, a glorious Epicure, 

And gladly quits the fleeting Joys of Senſe 

In ſearch of Bliſs more laſting and intenſe; 

Not ſuch as the fond Lover's Heart beguiles, 

When without Art his yielding Miſtreſs ſmiles ; 

Not ſuch as fills the youthful Hero's Mind, 

When Wreaths of Victory his Temples bind: 

His Thoughts a nobler Luxury would prove, 

$uch as the bleſs'd Immortals know above; 

A Spark divine like theirs his Breaſt inflames, 

Enjoyments all divine like theirs he claims, 

Licentious and unbounded in his Aims. 

To Pleaſure's ſacred Spring his Soul aſpires, - 

There only hopes to quench his infinite Defires : 
Not 


f 
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Not envious Hell the Paſſion can ſuppreſs, 

Fir'd by thy Name, Alluring Happineſs; 
Undaunted he maintains the generous Strife, 
And ſtruggles for thee to the Cloſe of Life ; 
Then joyful claſps thee in his dying Arms, 

And yields his Breath pofſeſs'd of all thy Charms. 


This is the Concluſion, to which I ſtand, after 
the exacteſt Trial of ſenſual and intellectual 
Pleaſures; without Heſitation I give my Voice 
on the Side of Virtue, and this in the gayeſt Pe- 
riod -of my Life, unruffled with Adverſity or 
Diſappointment, in the Affluence of Fortune, 
and the Luxury of Youth; with a Mind capa- 
cious of Bliſs, and panting after Happineſs. 

In this Situation you cannot object againſt the 
Severity of my Temper: However, as few Peo- 
ple care to be wiſe at other People's Expence, I 
cannot expect, that without any farther Trial, 
you will acquieſce in the Judgment of 


Tour moſt humble Servant, 


LE 
BY WY 


I. E T. 
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To Lucrus. 


Ee T was you that propoſed this Subj ect 

to my Muſe, but I have hardly * 
Vanity to hope the Performance will 
a] pleaſe a Judgment ſo exact as yours. 


Tour moſt . Servant, 


LIND AMOR. 


n $2.0 > 


A POE Mau on Love. 


F * my doubtful Muſe, propitious Love, 
Let all my Soul the ſacred Impulſe prove, 
For thine's a Holy unpolluted Flame, 
Howe'er the Libertine prophanes thy Name, 
Howe'er with impious Cant, Hypocriſy 
And ſenſeleſs Superſtition blemiſh thee: 

The pure Reſult of ſober: Reaſon thou; 


Thy Laws the ſtricteſt Honour muſt allow, 
s Thy 
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Thy Laws each vicious thought controul 
From thee Devotion takes its flaming Wingr 
Thou giv'ſt the nobleſt Motion to the Soul, 
And govern'ſt all its Springs. 
To great Attempts thou gen'rous Minds doſt move, 
And only ſuch are privileg'd to Love; 
Th' heroick Race, the brighteſt Names of old, 
Were all thy glorious Votaries enroll'd; 


Without thee, human Life 

A tedious Round of circling cares would be; 

A curs'd Fatigue, continual Strife, 

And tireſome Vanity. 

Thy Charms our reſtleſs Griefs controul, -  ; 

And calm the ſtormy Motions of the Soul 5 
Before the Pride and Enmity, - 

With all infernal Paſſions, fly; 

And could'ſt thou in the Realms below. 

But once diſplay thy beauteous Face, 

The Damn'd a ſhort Redreſs might know, 
And every Terror fly the Place. 

From thee one bright unclouded Smile 

Would all the Torments there beguile, 

Thy Smiles th' eternal Tempeſts could aſſuage, 
And make the Damn'd forget their Rage'; 

The ſulphurous Waves would: ceaſe to roar, 

And calmly glide. — the ſilent Shore. 


Had Orpheus (as tis fabled) thro' the Ground 
| To Hell the gloomy Paſſage found, 

His warbling Voice, his melting Lyre, 
Nor artful Touches on the trembling String, 


. Had 


arreres 
Had neꝰ er obtain'd his bold deſire, 
Nor charm'd the Furies with their ſullen King. 
But Love, his tender Theme, had Love been 
nam'd, 
That potent Sonnd alone had all their Malice tam'd. 


On thee rhe Graces and Delights attend, 
On thy propitious Influence 
Our gayeſt Hours depend; 
Whatever charms the Soul or Senſe, 
Beauty and ſacred Harmony, 
Accompliſh'd Love! belongs to thee. 
To thee his ſhining Genious Srrephon owes 
His juſt Ideas and Expreſſions fit; 
To thee Cleora owes that ſprightly Wit, 
Which from her Lips i in eaſy Language flows. 


The mute Creation owns thy Sway, 
And Things inanimate thy Laws obey ; 
At thy Command the firſt Confuſion ceas'd, 


Chaos and wild Diſorder were appeas'd ; 
Diſcord and fierce Antipathy grew mild, 


The Gleams of Light thro* yielding Dark- 
neſs ſmil'd, 
And warring Elements were reconcil'd : 
Nature begun a ſteady Courſe, 
Govern'd by central Charms and ſympathetic 
Force. 
But in the bliſsful Skies alone 
Almighty Love! thy Power is fully known ; + 
There they view thy charming Face, 
Painted with endleſs Smiles, and ever-blooming 
Grace: 
I Thy 
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Thy gentle Torch burns there for ever bright, 
And ſcatters round a mild propitious Light 


All feel its pleaſing Influence, 
While Mu RT * en Shafts diſpenſe. 


Thi dal Loden, crown'd with Han 
Flow'rs, oy | 
In roſy Shades and bliſsful Bowrs | 
To thee devote their Happy on 0 
While active Joys too "noble for Diſguiſe 
And vital Pleafures ſparkle in their Eyes Fi 
To thee alone, great Love, their Heaven they owe, 
The boundleſs Source whence all their Bleſſings 
Thy ſacred Flame (flow. 
Does every heavenly Breaſt inſpire, 
And tune the Strings of each celeſtial Lyre; 
In flow'ry Vales to every bliſsful Stream, 
With melting Notes they celebrate thy Name! 
Backward they roll the long Extent 
Of Ages infinite, and ſing thy Fo: Deſcent, 


No fabled: Fenus gave the Blat 
At Cyprus, yet the Goddeſs was not nam'd, 
Nor at Jdalia nor at Paphos fam'd; 
Nor yet was feign'd from foaming Seas to riſe, 
For yet no Seas appear'd or Fountains flow'd, 
Nor yet diſtinguiſhed in the Skies, 
Her radiant Planet glow'd. _ 
But thou waſt long &er Motion forung i its Race, 
Eber Chaos and immeaſurable Space 
Reſigned their uſeleſs Rights to elemental Space, 
Before the {ſparkling Lamps on high | 
Were kindled up and hung around the Sky ; 
Part III, G Before 


Before the Sun led on the circling Hours, 
Or vital Seeds produc'd their active Pow'rs ; 
Before the firſt Intelligences ſtrung 


Their golden Harps, and ſoft Preludiums ſung( 
To Love, the Mighty Cauſe whence there Ex- 


iſtence ſprung. 


Th Ineffable Drvinirv 
His own Reſemblance meets in Thee: 
By this thy glorious Lineage thou doſt prove, 
—_ high Deſcent, for GOD himſelf is Love. 
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From S1LVIANAs giving au Account of her Man- 
ner of Life before ber Marriage with the Earl 


M ADAM, 
% U R Curioſity i is very oblifing 4 in 


Life, till IL had the Honour of being 
married to my Lord *,* x*. The 
ä KAccount indeed would be -perfoltly 
inſig nificant without that Circumſtance; tis only 
my Auen to him, that gives me a Concern for 
the Decorum and Propriety of my Conduct, in 
the high Station to which he has advanced me. 
1 muſt own, that my ſcrupulous Diſſent from 
ſome faſhionable Freedoms, makes my Behaviour 
appear ſomewhat fingular and preciſe, among the 
gallant part of the World ; but I hope in this ge- 
neral Toleration, I may withour Indemnity be a 
Chriſtian (tho' not a Prude) at Sixteen: If this 
is an Error, the Prejudice of Education muſt 
be my Excuſe, which keeps me from giving my 
Aſſent to many of the genteel Maxims of the 
G 2 Age; 


deſiring to know my Manner of 


44 I. E TT E XS. 

Age; nor will] you be ſurprized at my Nicety, 
when you know by what ſtrict Precepts the early 
Part of my Life has been govern'd. 

My Father was a Country Clergyman, a Per- 
ſon of exemplary Piety, who with a Benefice of 
three hundred a Year treated his poor Pariſhio- 
ners with great Hoſpitality, and made a decent 
Proviſion for his own Family. My Mother was 
bred a Diſſenter, and continued ſuch, till either 
her Eſteem for my Father, or the Force of his Ar- 
guments, prevailed with her to join in Commu- > 
pion with the National Church, . 

I was the eldeſt of three Daughters, which 
were all the Children they had; we were care- 
fully inſtructed in the Rules of Juſtice and Truth, 
and bred in the greateſt Sanctity of Manners ; no 
Excuſe but Sickneſs, ever detain'd us on Sundays 
from the Publick Worſhip, nor were the Intervals 
ſpent in any idle Amuſements; the whote Day 
was ſacred, and obſerv'd with juſt Sglemnity thro 
the reſt of the Week; Prayers were conſtantly 
read Mornings and Evenings in the Family, nor 
would my Mother eyer ſuffer Cards or Dancing i in 
the Houſe. 

My two Siſters were che prettieſt demure 
Things that ever were ſeen, they apply'd them- 
ſelves with great diligence to aſſiſt my Mother in 
any of her Domeſtick Concerns: But my Tem- 
per being more ſprightly, Houſewifery and Plain- 
work were my Averſion ; Reading was my prevail- 
ing Attachment, and I hed turned over every Book 
in my Father's Library except Latin and Greek : 
But here was not one Play or Novel for my En- 
tertainment; 
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tertainment ; however I was ſupply d with A- 
muſements of this kind, by my Lady Horthy's 

youngeſt Daughter, who was our Neighbour, and 

was pleaſed to Honour me with ſome degree of 

Intimacy. But I peruſed theſe Authors with great 
Secrecy, and not without ſome inward Remorſe, 

this ſort of Reading being againſt my Father 8 

ſevere Injunctions, and the eur Wales I had 
been taught. 

This was my manner of Life ill I was Fifteen, 
when a Brother of my Mother's,. a Turkey Mer- 
chant, died, and having no Child left me twen- 
ty thouſing, Pounds, with only ſome ſmall Le- 
gacies to my Siſters. This Advance of Fortune 
gave me ſome Diſtinction with my Lady MWorthy, 
who about the {ame time had a fine Summers 
Houſe Painting; the Story was Diana Huntin 
with her Nymphs. Her Ladyſhip deſired my 
Mother that I might be drawn for one of the 
Virgin Train. 

Some time after this painting was finiſhed, 

N my Lord *## came accidentally into theſe Parts 

of the Country, and waiting on my Lady Mor- 

thy, as they were in the Summer-Houſe, he took 
particular Notice (I, know not why) of | the 

Nymph for whom I had fate to the Painter. Her 

Ladyſhip finding my Lord a little inquiſitive, or- 

der'd a Servant to call me to drink Tea with 

them ; I obey'd without the leaſt Suſpicion what 
was the Motive of her Command. | 

I had hitherto look*d on every mortal Man 
with Equality and Indifference, nor found any 
thing to anſwer the Deſcription of Poetical 
Hero's 
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Hero's and Dramatick Beaus : But the Moment 
I faw my Lord, every Grace, every Charm, ap- 
pear'd real, which defore had pleas'd my Imagi- 
nation in agreeable Fictions: The enchanting 
Form, the fata! Glance, the reſiſtlefs Smile, the 
gentle, the prevailing Accent; Love with his 
whole Artiflery ſeem'd to inſult me, and never 
more intirely ſubdued a Mind fo artleſs and un- 
experienc'd: However, to conceal my Diſorder, I 
withdrew as ſoon as the Company would permit ' 

But how transform'd was my Soul from that 
guiltlefs Calm T had till now enjoy d! the Equa- 
lity of my Temper was broken, my Thoughts 
had all a different Turn; I went to Church in- 
deed, but ſaid my Prayers, as mechanically as a 
Clock ftrikes; I joined in finging the Pſalms, 
but with no more underſtanding than the Chimes 
repeat a Tune to which they are ſet: Not only 
the next World, but this was effac'd from my 
Memory; there were no Flowers in the Field, 
nor Stars in the Sky; my whole Attention was 
fixed on the lovely Youth, his Idea was ſtill in 
view; or if any other Object interrupted the plea- 
fing Revery, it was only to give me Vexation: 1 
was angry with every Mortal for not looking ſo 
"handfome, nor talking ſo agreeably as the charm- 
ing Man I admir'd, 

T was ſome tedious Days in ſuſpence, whattier 
my Lord had one favourable thought of me; 
But my doubts were agreeably ſatisfied, when I 
found he had defir'd my Lady Worthy to procure 
my Father's Conſent in order to make his Ad- 


dreſſes to me: My Father embrac'd the Offer 
my with 
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with a juſt Senſe of the Honour that was ar 
him. 
For my part I had never oraflifed any Dil. 
cruiſe, and was unacquainted with all Forms, but 
ſuch as were the Dictates of Nature and Virtue; 
nor was it poſſible for me to conceal the tender 
Inclination, it was as viſible in my Silence, as the 
moſt pathetick Words could have made it. Af- 
ter I knew my Lord's Character, and was con- 
vinced of his Affection for me, I had a ſort of 
Vanity in owning a Senſe of his Merit; this 1 
thought juſtified the Height of my Paſſion, :ndr 
could I find any Reaſon to violate my native 
Sincerity, and affect Indifference, where it would 
have been a Crime to have been really inſenſible. 
My Noble Lover expreſſed ſome Impatience to 
conclude the Affair, which was done with great 
Secrecy and Expedition. He ſuffered but one 
Servant to attend him, and was ſo obliging to ſtay 
a Month after our Marriage in my Father's 
Family: The Scenes of low Life were a di- 
verting Novelty to him, while Love and Inno- 
cence made the Hours glide ſmoothly on. This 
Period was all Paſtoral and Romantick, the Gol- 
den Age ſeem'd to be renewed with Ovid 
OERN ONE: I could have wiſhed the noble Youth 
diveſted of his hereditary Honours, poſſeſſed on- 
ly with a ſnowy Flock, and graced with no Di- 
ſtinction, but that of the Lovely Swain; 


Then unmoleſted we bad liv'd, and free | 
From thoſe veratious Forms which Greatneſs brings ; 
While Rocks and-Meadows, Shades aud purling- Springs, 


The 
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The flow'ry Valley and the gloomy Grove, 
Had 8 5 10 . Name to Love. 


| Sy I did not yet know the Toils of 
Grandeur, nor feel the Effects of my ſplendid 
Vaſſalage; I lived my own Way, dreſſed and un- 
dreſſed my ſelf. My Mother, ſince the Advance 
of my Fortune, had kept me in fine Lace Caps 
and clean Silk Night-gowns; and as I had plen- 
ty of flaxen Hair falling into natural Curls, my 

Dreſs was eaſily adjuſted, and ſeemed to pleaſe my 
Lord exceedingly. The little waiting on I had 
was by Cicely my Mother's head Servant; I had 
no Notion of the Grand Monde, nor the Fart 1 
was to act in it. 

I had never ſeen London; the Mall, Hide-Park, 
the Drawing-Room, and Theatre, were leſs known 
to me than the Planetary Worlds. 

In this State of Nature, of Darkneſs and Ori- 
ginal Simplicity, imagine to your ſelf what muſt 
be my Perplexity, when my Lord carried me 
with him to make my firſt Appearance in Town, 
among the Congratulations of his numerous 
Friends! I found my ſelf among a Rank of People, 
to whoſe Language, Habits and Manners, I was 
as much a Stranger, as if I had been in a foreign 
- Country. 

My Lord had deſired a Siſter who lived with 
him, to procure every thing proper for me to ap- 
pear with, and ſhe ſpared no Coſt in Jewels, or 
whatever elſe Vanity itſelf could wiſh; ſhe had 
deen ſollicitous in her Choice of a Woman and 
Chamber maid for me, and * were really wy 

I 0 
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of the fineſt People I had ever ſeen in my Life; 
my Woman (being much older than my ſelf) I 
look'd on as my ſuperior, and could hardly for- 
bear making an Apology for the Trouble I gave 
her; I ſpoke to her in very gentle and ſubmiſ- 
ſive Terms, nor was it poſſible for me to get rid 
of the ſecret Veneration, which the Gravity of 
her Countenance gave me: However my lively 
Temper was apt to make ſome gay Excurſions; 
when I was firſt initiated in the Myſteries of Dreſs, 


I was not quite ſo ſerious, as ſhe ſeemed to think 


the Importance of the Affair required. 

While my Head was dreſſing I was merely ja 
live, as long as Mrs. Dupin ſuffered me to fit read- 
ing: J left the Ball on my Shoulders to be adorn- 
ed as ſhe thought fit, which after two Hours Toil; 
I ſometimes found ſwelled to ſuch an enormous 
Size, with Flowers, Feathers, and Bits of Rib- 
bon, that I could not help begging her to reduce 
it to a Dimenſion more agreeable to my Shape, 
which being ſlender, did not require a Globe of 
that Magnitude to adorn it. 

But I was generally more inclined to cry thati 
laugh on this Occaſion : The Hours thus fpent 
were an inſupportable Fatigue to me, nor could 
I anſwer to my Conſcience for ſuch a vain Ex- 
pence of Time ; my Being had a ſuperiour End; 
I was formed for Immortality, which grand Con- 
cern forbid me ſpending more Houts at the Toi- 
let than in my Devotions: I had been taught 
theſe antiquated Maxims, and howevet ridiculotis 
they might appear in the gay Moments of Health; 
the Approaches of Death 1 knew would fot 

Part III. H them 
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them in their full Force and unqueſtioned Evi- 
dence. 
However I had no Defion in Dreſſing but to 
pleaſe my Lord ; it was only with regard to him, 
I was concerned fot the Figure I made in publick ; 
the'Flattery I heard on my Beauty gad me more 
Confuſion than Joy, nor could I account for the 
Deſign of thoſe Addreſſes. 
I very innocently* Yold a Beau that followed 
me, that I was married; at which he burſt into 
a loud Laugh: It was ſome Surprife to me to 


find him ſo gay at the Diſcovery of what J 


thought would have ſunk him into Deſpair ; I 
could not but wonder, that the Man who hgd | 
juſt before been Janguiſhing and dying, ſhould be ſo 
overjoyed to find his Pretenſions loſt and his Caſe 
hopeleſs; for I really thought he made Love with 
an honeſt Intention to marry me, only he had 
miſtaken my Circumſtances. 

My next Lover was the moſt intimate Friend 
my Lord had; the fine Things he ſaid I took for 


| Raillery, indeed it appeared ill jeſting with ſuch 


ſacred Things as Friendſhip, and the Honour of 
a Family : However, I conceated his Extrava- 
gance, and treated him with a Coldneſs fo real 
and unaffected, that he ſoon recovered himſelf. 

But you may eaſily imagine, what a Sound theſe 
gallant Propoſals muſt have, to one ſo unacquaint- 
ed with the Modiſh World, and who had never - 
heard thoſe Vices named, but with Terms of In- 
famy and Reproach. 

After this Account of my ſelf, you will not 
wonder to find me fo little at eaſe in the high 


Station 


* 
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Station to which I am raiſed : With what Regret 
do I look back to the inglorious Shades, the hum- 
ble Scenes of my paſt Tranquility: I was a Stran- 
ger to Ambition, but Love ſeduced me from thoſe 
peaceful Retreats, where my firſt happy Days 
were ſpent; * tis only my Aﬀection for my Lord, 
that helps me to ſupport this illuſtrious Bondage, 


this ſplendid Miſery ; ; but'as ſincerely as I love 


him, I cannot without a Siph | recall the harmleſs 
Freedom, the unmoleſted Innocence, in which 
the earlieſt Part of my Life was paſt; and am 
ſurpriſed to find my ſelf the Object of moſt Peo- 

ple Envy, while in reality I merit their Com- 
| Hon. I am, without Ceremony, 


M A DAM 
Tours, &c. 


S1LVI ANA. 
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E I. 


To Mr. A—— 


| Have been contemplating on the Pe- 
FN riod of all human Glory among the 
Ng OD oC Tombs in Weſtminſter Abbey: Here 

ue moſt tow'ring Ambition finds its 
Limits, inſulting Death has fixed the Bounds, 
and pronounced the imperial Mandate, Hitherto 
ſhalt thou go and no farther, and Here ſhall thy 

proud Waves be flayd: The wildeft Boafts of 
mortal Vanity yield to the dreadful Conqueror ; 
the Glory of Nature with all the Accompliſhments 
of Art, are humbled together in the Duſt: 


Here, in one horrid Ruin lies 


The Great, the Fair, the young, the Wiſe. 

The* ambitious King, whoſe boundleſs Mind 
Scarce to a World could be confin'd, 
Now content with narrower Room, 
Lies crowded in this Marble Tomb ; 
Death triumphs o'er the boaſted State, 
The vain Diſtinctions of the Great; 


Here 
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Here in one common Heap they lie, | 
And eloquent in Silence cry | C 


Ambition is but Vanity, 


And ſee this ſculptur'd Tomb contains 
Of Beauty the abhor'd Remains; 
That Face, which none unmov'd could view, 
Has loſt th* enchanting roſy Hue; 
Thoſe once reſiſtleſs ſparkling Eyes 
No more can heedleſs Hearts ſurpriſe ; 
That Form, which ev'ry Charm could boaſt, 
In loathſome Rottenneſs is loſt. 


See alan the Youth, what * Bloom 
Promis'd a Train of Years to come; 
Whoſe ſoft Addreſs and graceful Air, 
Had ſcarce obtain'd the yielding Fair, 
When Fate derides the expected Joys, 
And all his flattering Hope deſtroys. 


There fleep the Bards, whoſe lofty Lays 
Have crown'd their Names with laſting Praiſe ; 
Who, though Eternity they give, 

While Heroes in their Numbers live, 

Yet theſe reſign their tuneful Breath, 

And Wit muſt yield to mightier Death. 

Ev'n I, the loweſt of the Throng, 

Unskill'd in Verſe or artful Song, 

Shall ſhortly ſhrowd my humble Head, 

And mix with them among the Dead. 


Jam now reconciling my ſelf to theſe gloomy 
Abodes; I would grow familiar, I would con- 
| tract 
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tract an Intimacy with Death, in order to mee 
the griſly Phantom without Conſternation. 
But what I am here contemplating, is only 


the dark Side of the Proſpect, which diſappears 


whenever my Thoughts turn to the bright Re- 
verſe; Death is then no more a meagre Skele- 
ton. follow'd with a Train of 'Terrors, but comes 
in an Angel's Form, with a gay Retinue of Hea- 
venly Loves and Graces; he comes the kind Meſ- 
ſenger of my Liberty and Happineſs, with a 
ſmiling Aſpect beckoning me away from theſe 
ſtormy Regions to the Worlds of unclouded 
Light: The Scenes of Immortality are opened 
before me; the Palm, the ſtarry Crown, with all 
the bright Rewards of Virtue, appear in view: 
Oh when will the happy Period come which 
ends this mortal Story ! But my Friendſhip for you 
ſhall out- live the Date of this tranſitory Exiſtence, 
and be the fame, when I am no more after the 
Formalities of this lower World, 


* 


Your Humble Servant 


'THEOPHILUS. 


L E T. 
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To Lady , from a Sylph. 

oO will find this Letter on a Bank of 
violets, where T have often the Plea- 
dure to ſeat my ſelf ngar you unſeen ; 
AS) and never fail of being entertained with 
that Vivacity and innocent Wit, that ſparkles in 
your Converſation. However negligent you are 
of your inviſible Admirer, .your earlieſt Part of 
Life has been my Care ; my Services claim the 
Preheminence of all my mortal Rivals, and give 
me a Right to make my Pretenſions, before 
your Heart admits an earthly Paſſion. 
I have followed your airy Rambles over the 
flowry Lawn, guarded you on the Verge of 
murmuring Streams, and ſcreened your Beauty 
from the ſultry Noon; I have fan'd you with my 
golden Plumes, and breath* d the Fragrance of the 
Spring about you: By me the Muſick of the 
Groves has been improved, while I have joined 
with the feathered Chorus to divert you; the 
Nightingale for you has prolonged her melodious 
Strain, and from ſome flowry Spray entertained 

er with her nightly Serenade, 


Theſe 
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Theſe harmleſs Gallantries, inſtead of moleſting, 
have indulged your Tranquility ; for mine is an 
Affection ſuited to your guiltleſs Inclination, and 
conſiſtent with the moſt refined Virtue: Indeed 


this is the ſuperior Charm, the powerful Attrac- 


tion, that has gained you a celeſtial Lover; thoſe 
divine Graces, thoſe Sparklings of Goodneſs and 
Generoſity, that ſacred Impreſſion of Virtue Hea- 
ven has ſtamp'd on your Soul, charm me beyond 
your lovely Perſon; and yet I view your bloom-. 
ing Beauty with Delight, and find a guiltleſs 
Tranſport in your Smiles: I am captivated with 


thoſe Looks of Benevolence and Peace, whicti 


ſcatter univerſat Joy and Alacrity about you; 
the Guiltleſs Gaiety of your Temper, and inof- 
fenſive Wit, divert me; I love to mimick the 
Sweetneſs of your Voice, and repeat the charms 
ing Accent in a thouſand ſportive Echoes; 

Were not the View of Ethereal Beauty for- 
bidden to any of mortal Race, I might inſult all 
human Vanity, and defy the moſt glorious Ris 


val among the Sons of Men; was I permitted to 


appear in the roſy Bloom of celeſtial Youth, witli 
my golden Zone, my purple Wings, and glitte- 


ting Tiara, I ſhould outſhine the moſt ſplendid 


Birth-night Beau. 

But I am not permitted to convince vou of my 
Superiority, till your Date of mortal Life is ex- 
pired ; and then if you continue ſtedfaſt to the 
Rules of Virtue, you ſhall be mine by all the En. 

gements of celeſtial Love; T'11 lead you in Tri- 
umph to the bliſsful Fields and charming Bowers, 
ſurpaſſing the moſt poetical Deſcription of Cyprian 

I Groves 


— 
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Groves or Heſperian Gardens: What you call 
Palaces and magnificent Seats, are but Dens, but 
Dwelling in the Duſt, compared to the dazling 
Habitations of the aerial Race; the Region is 
for ever calm, the Skies for ever unclouded: 


No ftormy Winter enters there, 
Tis jovial Spring through all the Tear: 
Soft Gales through Groves of Myrtle blows 
The Streams o'er golden Pebbles flow, 
Freſh Youth and Love their ſportive Train 
Lead ver the ever-verdant Plain ; 
Etherial Forms in bright Array 
Along the bliſsful Currents ſtray, 
Or wander through Elyfian Groves, | 
Or banquet in the gay Alcoves ; 
And oft in Aramantine Bow'rs, 
Repoſe on fragrant Beds of Flow'rs, 
While Muſick with ber ſoothing Strains 
 Warbles thruugh the Woods and Plains : 
The Hills, the Dales, and Fountains round, 
With heavenly Harmony reſound. 


But Numbers fail, human Language loſes its 
Energy and grows inſipid, while I would paint the 
Wonders of the immortal World; neither can I 
deſcribe, nor will you be able to contcetve thife 
tranſporting Scenes, *till the happy Time comes 
when they ſhall be unveiled in ſurpriſing Pomp 
before you. Till then, I am 


Tur invifiblt Admirer. 
| Azitt. 


Jo EvsEBIUS 


8 with great Pleaſure I obey you, 
in diſcovering the preſent Situation 
of my 'Thoughts, ſince the Tran- 
quility I enjoy in this Retirement, 
| is partly owing to thoſe pious 
Principles, you endeayoured to inſtil into my ear- 
ly Youth. 

You was well inform'd of my Paſſion for Lady 
Diana; nor can you have forgot how many 
Excuſes I framed to my Father, to prevent his 
Deſign of ſending me into Foreign Parts, till all 
Events ſucceeded to. my Wiſh, and I was mar- 


"ried to the charming Maid: But the Nuptial 


Pomp was bardly paſt before Death blaſted my 
Happineſs, and ſnatched the lovely Prize from 
my Arms. | 

The only Way I could then think of, to di- 
vert the Violence of my Grief, was Travelling, 


hoping by Variety of Objects to efface the pain- 


ful Impreſſion : Accordingly I made the Tour of 
France and [taly, amuſing my ſelf with whatever 
23 Was 
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was Grand or | Entertaining; I converſed with 
Men of Senſe and Merit, and ſometimes was fa- 
voured with the Society of Women of diſtinguiſh- 
ed Beauty and Reputation; I indulged my ſelf 
in all the little Gayeties of Life, within the Li- 
mits of Reaſon and Morality ; but nothing could 
blot the Image of my charming Wife from my 
Soul; I brought back my Affection for the fair 
departed Saint to the mournful Manſion where [ 
enjoyed and loſt her. 

But here Leiſure and Reflection lin; a better 
Effect than a thoughtleſs Series of Diverſions : 
Though my Courſe of Life had always been re- 
gular, and governed by the Rules of Sobriety, 
yet till now I was a Stranger (except in Form) 
to any thing of Devotion; nor had ever expe- 
rienced the ineffable Satisfaction of a virtuous 
Mind in its ſecret Addreſſes to the ſupreme Being. 

My Soul had not yet reflected on its own Gran- 
deur, nor conſidered itſelf fdrm'd for an infinite 

and unchangeable Pelicity. 

Thoſe grave and ſublime Authors, which were 
once the uſeleſs Ornaments of my Library, are 
now my ſerious Entertainment; by theſe J have 
been directed to look beyond all the periſhing Scenes 
of Nature, to that immutable State of Happineſs, 
which after a ſhort Probation attends the Pra&tce 
of Virtue: My Thouzhts grow calm, my Paſſtons 
appeaſed, the Goods and Evils of Time vaniſh 
into nothing, at the Proſpect of boundtefs and 

immortal Pleaſure. 

Ihe great Temple af the Seis the ſparpled 
Arch of Heaven is frequently the Place of my 
5 Dex 0; 
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Devotion; the open View of the gay Creation, 
or the lonely Solitude of a Wood, inſpire me 
with a ſacred Warmth : But Oh, when the propi- 
tious Divinity, by ſome divine Emanation, makes 
me ſenſible of his Preſence, with what Con- 
tempt do I look back on the leſſening World! 


How taſtleſs, how inſipid, are all its Amuſements! 


How calm, how peaceful in thoſe happy Intervals, 
are the Regions of my, Soul! its Wiſhes are an- 
ſwered, and all its Deſires appeaſed : I have e- 
nough, I ask no more: Can they languiſn for the 
Streams who drink at the overflowing Fountain ? 
His Benignity is better than Life, immortal Plea» 
ſure is in his Smiles, and whom he favours muſt 
be neceſlarily bleſs'd. 

Thus abſtract from human Things, I converſe 
with the great Spirit of the Univerſe, and in the 
Rapture of my Thoughts often addreſs him in 


ſuch Soliloquies as theſe. 


« *Tis the Dignity of my Nature, Oh Supreme 
& of Beings, to adore and praiſe thee | But how 
„art thou to be extol'd by mortal Man? the 
&{ Language of Paradiſe, the Strains of Immor- 
6 tality, fall ſhort of thy Perfections; the firſt- 
e born Sons of Light loſe themſelves in bliſsful 
4 Admiration, in ſearch of thy Excellency ; even 
ce they with ſilent Extaſy adore, while veiled with 
© ineffable Splendor. 


© The bright, the bleſs'd Divinity, is known, 
e Aud comprebended by himſelf alone. 


« Who 
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“ Who can conceive the Extent of that Pow- 
cc er, which out of nothing brought Materials for 
« a riſing World, and from a gloomy Chaos bid 
e the harmonious Univerſe appear. - 


66 ou heard his Voice and wild Uproar 
& Stood rut a, flood vaſt Infinitude confin'd. 


Mr LTON. 


„At thy Word the Pillars of the Sky were 
c“ framed, and its beauteous Arches rear d; thy 
© Breath kindled the Stars, adorn'd the Moon 


with Silver Rays, and gave the Sun its OE 


6 Splendor: 


« Thy Glory in her filent Courſe the Moon, 
& And nightly Lamps in their Obſcure ſojourn. 
cc The Morning Star with its bright Circlet crown'd, 


«© And early Bluſhes of the Day reveal; 0 


ce The circling Sun thy Greatneſs manifeſts, 
&« Whether aſcending from the Eaftern Wave 


With glancing Smiles he chears the dewy Fields, 


cc Or mounted to the Zenith's lofty Height, 

ce He blazes with tranſcendent Glory round; 

„% Or down the ſteep of Heaven he rolls amain, 

& And Ends his flaming Progreſs in the Sea: 
From Eaſt to Weſt thy Grandeur he proclaims, © 
« And thro his radiant Kingdoms ſpreads thy Praiſe. 


cc Thou did'ſt prepare for the Waters their ca- 


“ pacious Bed, and ſer Bounds to the raging Bil- 

© lows; by thee the Hills were crown'd with 

cc Plenty, and the Valleys dreſſed in their flow'ry 
* 
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Pride; the Summer and Winten, the ſhady 
&« N whe, and the bright Revolutions of the Day, 


& are thine; in all the wonderful Effects of Na- 
ture, we adore and confeſs thy Power. 


& Thou rid ſt upon the wild tempoſtuous Wind, 

„ And flying Storms obey thy potent Voice; 

& Sublime on Clouds thy dark Pavilion ſet, 

„ With Shades and gloomy Majeſty involv'd; 

& Thy Hands the pointed Lightnings lance around, 
& While Peals of Thunder ſhake the Firmament ; 
& At thy Approach the kindling Foreſts. ſmoke, 
« Aud from their Baſe the trembling Mountains ſtart, 
c The Rivers ebb and flow at thy Command, 

& Obſerve their wonted Courſe, or run reverſe ; 
« At thy Rebuke the frighted Waves divide, 
% And with ſtupendous Motion, backward roll 
&« Their Cryſtal Volumns, to their inmoſt Spring. 
& Thou all Things can ſt, Thy mighty Mandate heard, 
„ Neceſſity aud Nature are no more; 
& Th obedient Elements refign their League, 
& And Wonderful Effe#s atteſt thee God! 


Theſe, my dear Friend, are the Entertainments 
that brighten my Solitude, and free my Soul from 
its former Engagements; thoſe fading Graces, on 
which I once doted, vaniſh before a ſuperior Ex- 


cellence, as Stars before the riſing Sun; inſtead 


of repining I adore, I juſtify the great diſpenſing 
Power that has removed the darling of my Aﬀec- 
tions to fix them on immortal Beauty. I have 
loſt nothing amiable or attractive, but what 1s 
found with divine Advantage in the fair Original. 
I know 
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I know you will congratulate me on this hap- 
py Change ; it muſt pleaſe you to find that your 
pious Inſtructions, joined to the Sanctity of your 
Example, have not been entirely loſt on, 
Reverend SIR, 

Tour moſt Obedient 

Humble Servant, 


AMINToOR: 


I. E T. 


* 
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Let YR x, 


To the ſame. 


-Have obeyed your Commands, in 
8 ſending the encloſed; you will not 
F n an Apology, for an Eſſay 
on this tranſporting Subject; Joy 
and Gratitude will ſpeak, however 
diſproportioned the Expreſſions. 


. * — _ — — = ” a 4. -- 


On our Savrovx's Nativity. 


. Love! How uncontroll'd thy 
Pow'r! 

How great thy Triumph, on that glorious Hour! 

The high-rais'd Thrones above look'd down to ſee 

The vanquiſh'd God a Captive led by thee: 

His ſplendor in Mortality diſguis'd, 

The Principalities of Heav'n ſurpriz d; 

Th' indulgent Skies ſmil'd on the happy Birth, 

While Peace and joyful Wonder liuſh'd the _ 

I 13 
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Fly, rigid Winter, with thy horrid Face, 
And let the ſoft and lovely Spring take place; 
Oh come, thou faireſt Seaſon of the Year, 
With Garlands deck'd, and verdant Robes appear 
At once produce the Summer's various Coſt; 
Whatever Sweets her flow'ry Stores can boaſt-; 
Full Caniſters of Sharon's Roſes ſpread, 
And dreſs with Art th' illuſtrious Infant's Bed; 
Rifle the Gardens, ſearch the painted Fields, 
For all the blooming Glories Nature yields. 
But, O ye Products of the Earth how poor, 
To Heav'n's enamel'd Plains, are all your Store! 
Perpetual Greens, and never-fading Flow'rs, 
Enrich with ſoft Perfumes the immortal Bow'rs ; 
And yet he left the bright Etherial Seats, _ 
For theſe cold Regions, and obſcure Retreats. 
Be huſh'd, ye Winds, no angry Tempeſt rove; 
But fink in gentle Whiſpers through the Grove : 
With all Arabia load ydur balmy Wings, 
And Breath the Fragrance of ten thouſand Springs. 
Begin you Sweet Muſicians of the Air; 
Let Nature all her ſoothing Sounds prepare; 
Let tuneful Art her various Meaſures bfing, y' 
Each melting Tone, and ev'ry warbling String, 6 
Let Pſalt'ries, Harps, and the loud Cymbal ring, 
Let the ſhrill Trumpets raiſe their ſprightly Voice; 
While Carmel, and high Lebanon, rejoice. 
He comes, O Facob, thy long-promis'd King! 
Celeſtial Envoys the glad Tidings bring: 

O'er Earth's wide Compaſs to the diſtant Main, 
With Truth and perfect Juſtice he ſhall reign. 
The ſparkling Skies ſhall tarniſh and decay, 
The Sun be quench'd, the Stars ſhall fade away 

Pare HL K But 
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But he ſhall riſe with a propitious Light, 


Stand at High-Noon, and ſhine divinely bright. 


I ſhall now leave you to your own ſublimer 
Contemplation on this unbounded 'Theme, and 
ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


SIR, 


Your moſt Obedient 
Humble Servant, 


AMINTOR, 


4 
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To a Gentleman in France, from bis Sifter; giving 
him à Relation of her Lover's Misfortunes. 


My dear Brother, | 
e 8 my Paſſion for Valerins had in its 
Beginning your Approbation, you 
will not blame my Conſtancy at a 
Juncture when the unhappy Youth 
has no other Conſolation: His Miſ- 
fortunes have brought thoſe Virtues into view, 
which in the Height of Proſperity he never found 
Occaſion to exert; and as his Merit riſes, you 
will not reproach me, in finding my Attachment 
to him more ſteady and refolved, than in re 
Splendor of his Fortune. 

You know how much my Father pichuts him- 
ſelf on his Quality, and how averſe he was when 
you left us to Valerius's Propoſal, on no other 
Account but his being a Citizen, though a Man 
of great Virtue and Wealth: However, this laſt 
Motive, afcer ſome Deliberation, prevailed; I 
was ſuffered to receive his Addreſſes, and every 
Thing was preparing to celebrate the Marriage. 
K 2 Valerius 


. R$ 


* 


Valerius had always behaved himſelf in ſo obſe- 
quious a Manner to his Father, that he put a 
confiderable Stock into his Hands, which the 
young Merchant had improved, by two or three 
ſucceſsful Voyages into Turkey; ſo that it was in 
his Power, to make a Settlement vaſtly above 
my Fortune, and far beyond my Father's Expec- 
tation: But while the Lawyers were buſy in 
drawing up the Articles, an unexpected Misfor- 
tune put a Stop to the whole Affair. 

The Father of Valerius was an honeſt Man, 
but exceeding credulous, and was (unknown to 
his Son) drawn into many Engagements, for the 
Pebts of an extravagant Brother, to whoſe Inte- 
reſt, the compaſſionate old Man was too much at- 
tached : He ſoon found his Error, being ſurpri- 
zed with ſeveral Arreſts. on his Brother's Ac- 
count, for more than his whole Eſtate could 
anſwer, 

The unhappy Youth was quickly informed of 
his Father's Diſtreſs, and flew to his Relicf with 
all the Speed that filial Pjety could give : One of 
their Friends who was preſent told me, there ne- 
ver was a more moving Interview: After a long 
Pauſe of filent Sorrow, the old Gentleman char- 
ged his Son not to involve himſelf in any Straits 
on his account, but leave him to ſuffer the * 
of his own Imprudence, 

* I know (continued he) the Weed of 
& your Life depends on your Marriage with the 
£ gentle Lemira, which will be entirely fruſtrated 
& by your being concerned in this Affair; nor is 
£ your whole Fortune ſufficient to diſengage me 
6 from 


3 
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ce from this Confinement, but Death will ſoon 
e bring me a full Diſcharge from a Perplexity, 
cc into which my too great Credulity and ill- 
6c placed Compaſſion, has betray'd me: Yet this 


cc and any Thing I can endure with Fortitude, 


& rather than you ſhall ruin your own Fortune 
c to extricate mine. Pray leave me (ſaid he), 
ec the Concern your Looks diſcover is at preſent 
c my heavieſt Affliction.“ 

The ſorrowful Youth immediately withdrew, 
and ſending for all the Creditors, found that his 
whole Stock, except what was at Sea, added to 
his Father's, would hardly do juſtice to many 
honeſt Traders Demands, who muſt be ruined, 
with their Families, without Satisfaction: But to 
whatever Exigence he reduced himſelf, he reſol- 
ved to diſcharge his Pather, which he ſoon ac- 
compliſhed by a handſome Compoſition. 

Valerius's whole Dependance now was on the 
Return of the Turkey Fleet, where he had con- 
ſiderable Effects: But my Father was ſo angry 
with him for engaging in his Father's Affairs, that 
he forbid me ever ſeeing or thinking any more of 
him as a Lover. Nor did the Torrent of his Ad- 


verſity ſtop here, for within a few Days he had 


Intelligence, that two Ships belonging to him, 
richly laden, were in their Return taken by a 
Spaniſh Pirate. 

I was ſoon informed of this Diſaſter, and writ 
immediately to Valerius, in the ſofteſt Language 
that a Paſſion like mine could dictate; and (ro 
conceal nothing from you) I offered to marry 
him, and put into his Poſſeſſion that Part of my 


Fortune 
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Fortune which was left by my Aunt, entirely in 
my own Power. If you ſhould condemn this ro- 
mantick Inſtance of Affection in me, you will 
certainly approve the Conduct of my young 
Philoſopher, who in this Criſis of Love and Ad- 
verſity, could act with ſuch Compoſure and true 
Greatneſs of Mind, as you will find expreſſed in 
the following Letter. 


cc Jy LeMInAa. 


ce HE Diſtreſs I am in, too generous Le- 
oo mira, has not reduced me to ſuch an ab- 
ce ject Diſpoſition, as by accepting the Offer you 
«© make me of your Fortune, to betray you into 
« a State of Neceſſity and Contempt, on ſo low 
« a Motive as my own Intereſt: Far be ſuch a a 
cc ſelfiſh View for ever from my Soul! you 
&« wrong me and your own Charms, if you 

cc think the Paſſion they have inſpired, will ſuf- 
cc fer me to act any Thing unbecoming its Gran- 
« deur. However, my Fortunes are ſunk, my 
& Mind keeps its native Elevation, and is un- 
ce tainted with any ſelfiſh or mercenary Deſign. 

& If I loved you leſs, I might perhaps (abstract 
« from your Happineſs) purſue my own, and 
tc leave you at leiſure to repent your Raſhneſs, 
& and curſe the mercenary Wretch that was the 
cc Inſtrument of your Ruin. 

& Your Father has forbid you marrying me, on 
ce the Forfeiture of his Bleſſing; and ſhall I rob 
< you of that, and bring the Weight of a pater- 
s nal Curſe on your Head! Shall I ſeduce you 

« from 


cc 
ec 

cc 
ec 
ks 
cc 


LAY 
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from the Affluence and Splendor of Fortune, 
to ſhare in my Diſtreſſes, and ſtruggle with 
the Inconveniencies of low. Life! Could I ſee 


you reduced to Want and Obſcurity, in hopes 
it might be a Solace to my own Miſery, and 


leſſen my Lot of human Cares! No; let me 


ſtand acquitted by Heaven and Earth of ſuch 


Baſeneſs as this. 


& Will you call this Coldneſs? will you term 
it Indifference, and not rather the utmoſt Ef- 


fort of Affection, the Triumph of a generous 


Paſſion? Oh Lemira, you are dearer to me 
than Life! Next to Heaven I love you. In 
parting with you, I abandon every earthly 
Joy; I quit my whole Share of human Hap- 
pineſs, and muſt fink into the laſt Dejection, 


if Religion did not ſupport me with its divine 
Conſolations.“ 


“ And here the Morning ſabe to break, a 


Gleam of Peace ſalutes me, ſome preſaging 


Hopes: of a proſperous Cataſtrophe ſmile 


through the Darkneſs; nothing is impoſſible 
to an Almighty Power; there are Virtues to 


which Heaven has annexed Promiſes of a pre- 


ſent Retribution : It was in the Practice of 


the great Duties of Morality, I fell into this 


Extremity ; and here the divine Veracity has 
engaged itſelf to ſecure me; all Events are in 


the. Hands of the ſovereign Diſpoſer ; his Will | 


makes Nature and Neceſſity ; no Obſtacle puts 
a ſtand to his Deſigns, nor obſtructs the 
Courſe of Providence; perpetual Beneficence 


« has not diminiſned his Stores, nor are the 


« Springs 
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cc Springs of his Mercy exhauſted. I muſt own 
& J have received ſome Conſolation from the 
& Verſes incloſed, which were written by one of 


my Friends in very diſtreſſed Circumſtances, 
« 1 muſt bid you an unwilling Adieu. 


& Tours, QC. 


© VALERIUS. 


On the Divine Veracity. 


E huſh'd, my Griefs, tis his Almighty Will, 
That rules the Storms, that bids you all be ſtill; 
Be calm, ye Tempeſts,— vaniſh ev'ry Care, 
While with triumphant Faith my Soul draws 
near 


To God in all the Confidence of Pray'r. 


He has not bid me ſeek his Face in vain, 


Talk to the Winds, or to the Waves complain; 
He hears tlie callow Ravens from their Neſt, 


By him their eager Cravings ate redreſs'd ; 


Young Lions thro* the Deſart roar their Wants, 
He marks them, and the wild Petition grants; 


The gaping Furrows thirſt, nor thirſt in vain, 


(Parch'd by the Noon-day Sun) for timely Rain ; 
With ſilent Suits the fair declining Flow'rs 


Requeſt, and gain the kind refreſhing Show'rs. 


And will th' Almighty Father turn away, 
Nor hear bis darling Offspring when they pray ? 
| 2 * 
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No Breach of Faithfulneſs his Honour ſtains, 
With Day and Night his Word unchang d remains 3 
The various Ordinances of the Sky 
Stand forth his glorious Witneſſes on high; ; 
Summer and Winter, Autumn and the Springs 
For him by Turns their Atteſtations bring ; 
Unblemiſh'd his great League with Nature ſtands; 
And full Reliance on his Truth demands: 
Nothing that breaths a ſecond Deluge fears; 
When in the Clouds the radiant Bow appears; 
Can the moſt High like Man at random ſpeak; 
Forfeit his Honour, and his Promiſe break? 
Does he that falſely ſwears, his Vengeance claim; 
And ſhall he ſtain his own tremendous Name ? 
The Earth, the Heav'ns were Witneſs when lie 
fats 
By his Great Self; what would thy Tears have 
more? 
And had a Greater than himſelf been found; 
That Greater had the high Engagement bound. 
Shall fleeting Winds th' Almighty's Words 
diſperſe, 
Or breathing Duſt his ſolemn Oath reverſe 3 
Can he like Man, unconſtant Man, repent ? 8 


Shall any Chance or unforeſeen Event 

start up his ſettled Purpoſe to prevent? 

Or can he fail in the expected Hour, 

A Stranger to his own Extent of Pow'r 3 

What Profit can a Worm his Maker bring, 

That he ſhould flatter ſuch a worthleſs Thing? 

Why ſhould he condeſcend to mind my Tears, 

Or calm with ſoft deluding Words my Fears? 
Part III. L Cafi 
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Can he (of perfect Happineſs poſſeſt) 
Deride the Woes that human Life moleſt, 
Or mock the Hopes that on his Goodneſs reſt. 
Nature may change her Courſe, Confuſion reign, 
And Men expect the riſing Sun in vain; 
But ſhould th* eternal Truth and Promiſe fail, 
Infernal Night and Horror muſt prevail; 
The Thrones of Light would ſhake; th Angelic 
Pow'rs 
Would ſtop their Harps amidſt the bliſsful Bow'rs. 
No more the ſoft, the ſweet melodious Strain, 
Would gently glide along the happy Plain; 
No more would tuneful Halelnjahs riſe, 
And Shouts triumphant fill the founding Skies: 
Each heav'nly Countenance a ſullen Air 
Of Grief, and anxious Diffidence would wear. 
The golden Palaces, the ſplendid Seats, 
The flow'ry Manſions, and the ſoft Retreats, 
The roſy Shades, and ſweet delicious Streams, 
Would diſappear like tranſitory Dreams. 
Angels themſelves their brighteſt Hopes recline 
On nothing more unchangeable than mine. 
Am I deceiv'd? What can their Charter be? 
Fair Seraphim may be deceiv'd like me, 
If Goodneſs and Veracity Divine 
Can fail, their Heav'n's an airy Dream like mine. 
But Oh! I dare the glorious Venture make, 
And lay my Soul and future Life at ſtake; 
Be Earth, be Heav'n at deſp' rate Hazard loſt, 
If here my Faith ſhould prove an empty Boaſt! 
Whate' er your Arts, ye Pow'rs of Hell, ſuggeſt, 
* Truth of God undaunted I arteſt : 


| Produce 
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Produce your Annals with inſulting Rage, 

Bring out your Records, ſhew the dreadful Page, 
One Inſtance where th Almighty broke his Word, 
Since firſt the Race of Men his Name ador'd ; 
In gloomy Characters point out the Hour, 
Exert your Malice, ſummon all your Pow'r; \ 
With Rites Infernal all your Pomp diſplay, 

And mark with Horror the tremendous Day: 
Confus'd you ſearch your dreadful Rolls in vain, 
Th' eternal Honour ſhines without a Stain, 
Unblemiſh'd ſhines in Men and Angels view; 
Juſt are thy Ways, thou King of Saints, and true! 


I incloſed this Letter, my dear Brother, to 
ſhew you, with what Equality of Mind the gene- 
rous Youth behaves himſelf in this Diſtreſs. I 
beg you would haſten your Return to England, 
in Compaſſion to | 


Your unhappy Friend and Sifter, 


LEMIRA. 


EF 
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Hax juſt Reaſon to fear, my Eſ- 

=+ ſay on this noble Subject will not 

& anſwer your Expectation; with 

ES whatever Fluency I could expreſs 

== my ſelf, when inſpired by mortal 

Beauty, the Pomp of Language fails me. Here 

the boldeſt Figures loſe their Emphaſis, and 
grow inſipid on this ſuperior Theme, 


DIVINE Love. 


Fo R thee, fond Love, my darling Theme, 
My Lute has oft been ſtrung ; : 
Thy Pow'r, by ev'ry anſw'ring Stream, 
In gentle Notes I ſung. 
Laurinda taught my Muſe her Art, 
And fil'd with tender Fires my Heart; 
she taught me how to paint thy beauteous Face, 
Thy charming Form, and ev'ry moving Grace. 


But who ſhall guide the daring Strain? 
_ Celeſtial Love! that aims at thee, 
Thou faireſt Offspring of the Deity? 
J call the Pow'rs of Harmony in vain, 
In yain the ſofteſt Accents I employ ; 
The brighteſt Metaphors in vain I chuſe, 
With all the melting Language Lovers uſe 


To tell their Pain, or ſpeak their riſing Joy. 


All 
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All the Heights of pure Deſire, 
Holy Love, and heavenly Fire, 
At once my panting Breaſt inſpire: 
Such Ardour ſmiling Martyrs know, 
When defying every Foe, 
In Triumph on to Death they go. 


Tell me'Thou, for whom I prove 
All the fierce Extreams of Love, 
How thy Charms, ſo far retir'd | 
From mortal Senſe, have all my Boſom fir : 
Greatneſs and Fame, Beauty and Harmony, 
Are all but empty Names PORE with Kent, 
Be thou but mine, 
The whole Creation I at once og: 


Vaniſh, thou Earth, a ev'ry nk Scene 
Of Hill and Dale, or Grove, or flow'ry Field, 

When by the Spring adorn'd with cheerful Green: 
Vaniſh what' er Delights thou elſe can'ſt yield, 
Thou Sun be dark, and let eternal Night _ 
Conceal thy vital Splendor from my _ 

Thou Moon, and ev'ry gay ethereal Fire, 
Burn out your golden Store; 

1 ſhall be bleſt, when all your Lights expire, 
And Earth and Sea and Skies ſhall be no ie! | 
7 

Place me, where infernal Night 
And endleſs Horror reign; | 
Where, baniſh'd far from Hope and Light, 
Unhappy Ghoſts complain : 


Ev'n 


3 
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Ev'n there, one gentle Smile of thine 
Th' eternal Gloom would chace; 

Immortal Day would on me ſmile, 
And Pleaſure fill the lade, 


Should Heaven ſurround me with Full Tides of Joy, 
And open all its Glories to my Sight, 
One Frown of thine would all that Heav'n wer 
And wither my Delight, ; 
OneFrown of thine, th'immortalGroves would cone: f 
And Darkneſs o'er the blifsful u rin e | 


Lou, that agi in happy W 7 
And | in unmingled Pleafures paſs the Hours, 
That know the Height of heav'nly Bliſs, 
Come play me ſome ſoft Air of Paradiſe ; 
Gently ſtrike your ſweeteſt Strings, 
And touch my Soul on all its tender Springs, 
While riſing on the Mufick's downy Wings 
. Fil bid at once Mortality adieu, 
And love and paint the ſacred Flame like you. 


But my dear Herminius, the preſent Perform- 
ance will convince you that I have not yet learnt 
the Strains of Immortality; and perhaps you will 
not think it neceſſary for me to make an Apology, 
for not being an Angel. However, if I can con- 
tribute to your Entertainment as a meer Mortal, 
you may command 


Tour moſs humble Servant, 
EVANDER. 


LE . 


. 2 2 U have ſpent ſo may happy 
| Ras UG Hours at the Earl of * e s fine 

beat in the Country, thar tis un- 
JN neceflary to deſcribe thoſe -beauti- 
2 5 ful Scenes, with which you are ſo 
well acquainted: Here I have paſſed a great Part 
of the Summer Seaſon, in a manner fuited to 
my contemplative Humour. Having no Taſte 
for Country Diverfions or any kind'of rural Sports, 
my Pleaſures were confined to the charming 


Shades and Gardens, with which the Houſe is 


ſurrounded. 
Here I enjoyed an unmoleſted Tranquility, "til 
a Fit of Curioſity led me to make an Excurſion 


into the wide Campaign, that opened before me 
from the Borders of the Park. 


If I begin with the roſy Dawn, you will Par- 
don my romantick Stile in relating the ſurpriſing 
Adventure: But without telling a Lie, the Morn- 
ing was yet dusky, the balmy Dew and fragrant 
Gales perfumed the Air with their untainted 


Sweets ; 
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Sweets; while with Thoughts free as the airy 
Songſters that warble on the Branches, I wan- 
dered from riſing Hills to winding Vales, through 
flow'ry Lawns to leafy Woods, till I found my ſelf 
under the Shade of a venerable Row of Elms; 
which put me in mind of Sir Roger de Coverly's 

Rookery ; the aged Trees ſhot their Heads ſo 
high, that to one who paſſed under them, the 
Crows and Rooks which reſted on their Tops, 
ſeemed to be cawing in another Region. I was 


delighted with the Noiſe, while with the Spe&a- 


tor I conſidered it as a kind of natural Prayer to 
that Being, who ſupplies the Wants of his whole 
Creation; my Thoughts were inſpired with a 
pleaſing Gratitude, to the Beneficent Father of 
the Univerſe; till the Sequel of my Devotion was 
interrupted by the ſight of a beautiful Girl, about 
four or five Years old, ſitting on the Graſs, with a 
Basket of Flowers in her Lap; which ſhe was 


ſticking in the ſnowy Fleece of a little Lamb, 


that ſtood tamely by her. 

I began to hope it was one of the Fairy Race, 
or ſome pretty Phantom that haunted the Grove; 
for the adjacent Houſe belonging to this reverend 
Avenue looked more like a Dormitory for the 
Dead than an Habitation for the Living; every 

thing about it appear'd ruinous and deſolate; I 
could neither hear the Voice nor trace the Steps 
of mortal Men in this abſolute Solitude, nor had I 
any hopes of knowing into what wild Region I 

was got, unleſs the pretty Figure fitting on the 
Graſs could give me ſome Intelligence. 


I 1 made 
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I made my Approaches very reſpectfully: But 
what was my Surpriſe, in drawing near to find 
the Air, the Complexion, every Feature in Mi- 
niature, of the ungrateful Aurelia, on whom 1 
once ſo paſſionately doated: A thouſand torment= 
ing Ideas ruſhed into my Mind at the Sight of this 
lovely Creature, who ſmiled on me with the moſt 
enchanting Innocence. While I ſtood eagerly 
gazing at her, which was not long, Aurelia her: 

elf entered the Walk, and confirmed my Suſpi⸗ 

cion, that this Child was a living Proof of her 
Infamy. 

Tis about fix Years ſinks ſhe eloped from the 
publick View, regardleſs of her own illuſtrious 
Family, or tlie Obligations ſhe was under to the 
penerous Cleone, who treated her with the utmoſt 
Confidence, and was the laſt that ſuſpected her 
Husband's criminal Affair with her. 

Be my own Wrongs forgot, and all the Con- 
tempt with which ſhe treated whatever Propoſals; 
Honour and 4 diſintereſted Paſſion could make. I 
found her now an Obje& of Pity, rather tua 
Reſentment; tlie Dejection of her Mind was vi- 
fible in her Pale hagger'd Looks; and the wretch- 
ed Negligerice of her Habit. I could hardly per- 
ſuade my ſelf this was th celebrated Thing, that 
once appeared in all publick Places with ſuch a 
Parade of Equiipage and Vanity. 

She was in the utmoſt Confuſion at this Inter- 
view, *till excuſing iny ſelf I told her, this In- 
truſion was undeſign'd, and purely the Effect of 
Chance, 48 I was taking a Morning's Ramble 

Pitt 111. M from 


rin E: Nic; 


from the Earl of s, where I had ſpent ſome 
Time; and that ſhe might depend on my Word, 
not to diſcover her Abode to any one in that Fa- 


mily. 
By this time ſhe was a little baſes. and in- 


vited me to reſt my felf after my Walk: I fol- 
lowed her into the Houſe, which looked more like 
the Manſions of Deſpair, than a Retreat for a 
Lady of Pleaſure ; an awful Silence reigned in 
every Room, thro* which I made a ſhift to find 
my way by a dim Twilight, that glimmered thro' 
ſome Windows of as antique a Figure as thoſe of 
an old Abby. The Furniture I fancy has not 
been diſplaced from Times immemorable; it looks 
more like unweildy Lumber, than any thing de- 
ſigned for Uſe or Ornament : 'There was nothing 
of a modern Date but a Tea-Table, and that in 
ruinous Circumſtances, | 

It was now about Ten o' Clock: Aurelia order- 
ed Tea and Chocalate to be brought : All her At- 
tendance was a freſh-coloured Country Laſs, who. 
withdrew as ſoon as we had breakfaſted. 

1] was impatient to hear a Relation of Aurelia's 
Misfortunes, but durſt not ask any Queſtion, for 
fear it would look like inſulting her Diſtreſs, only 
renewed my Excuſes for interrupting her Privacy. 

To which ſhe reply'd, © That tho' I was the 
cc Jaſt Perſon in the World ſhe ſhould have choſe 
ce to be a Witneſs of her Infamy, yet ſhe thought 
“ herſeif happy, in having an Opportunity to 
make {ome Apology for her Injuſtice to me, in 
& refuſing thoſe Terms of Honour I once offered, 


ee and 
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«/ and comply ing with ſuch reproachful « Conditi- 
cc ons, as had made her the moſt miſerable Crea- 
ce ture on Eartn. 5 Ht | 
„„It was my criminal Inclination (Gomiened 
cc ſhe) for Caſſander, that made me inflexible to 
your Intreaties, and my Father's Commands, to 
& marry you. But whatever Wrong this was to 
cc your Merit, my Guilt with regard to the ge- 
“ nerous Cleoue is of a higher Nature: The In- 
5© trigue I had with her Husband was attended 
* with Circumſtances of the blackeſt Treachery ; 
I had broke through the tendereſt Engagements 
ce of Friendſhip, and granted all that my diſſo- 
“flute Lover could ask; when finding myſelf 
cc with Child, to hide my. Infamy, he brought 
“ me to this diſmal Place, an old Manſion-Houſe 
« belonging to his Family; where I am cut off 
ce from human Society, except two or three ſtupid 
& Peaſants; his Tenants, who reſide in ſome part 
« Of this Gathick Structure. Tis now ſix Years 
ce ſince I have breathed and ſlept (for I cannot 
cc call it living) in this melancholy Confinemenr, 
% without Hopes of a Releaſe, being entirely 
% dependant on Caffander's Allowance and Ca- 
e price, who, but too well knows his own Power 
cc and my Folly ; which makes him, inſtead of. che 
“ humble Lover, act the imperious Tyrant: His 
ce Viſits are ſeldom, his Stay ſhort, and I am left 


cc whole Months to languiſh alone in a deteſted 
“ Solitude. 


ce This Child (continued he, weeping and ta- 
« king the lovely Creature in her Arms, ). this 
4 Child, which might have been my Joy , proves 
M 2 = my 
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« my greateſt Affliction; ſhould I die, the is im- 
« mediately abandoned to Hardſhip and Neceſ- 
& ſity ; ſhould I live, it diſtracts me to think ſhe 
e may follow my ſcandalous Example. How can 
« I give her Inſtructions, to avoid thoſe Vices, 
e which my Practice approves; or recommend 
& that Virtue whoſe ſacred Rules I have ſa open- 
F ly violated : And ftill I love this worthleſs Man; 
6 were I penitent, could I reſolve on a Refor- 
ec mation, this Leiſure and Retirement would be 
5* a Bleſſing, an Advantage to me; but I am ob- 
ce ſtinate in Guilt, while I deſpair of Happineſs 
& in this World or the next; *till I came here, 
% my Hours were ſpent in Frolick and Gaiety ; 
& a conſtant Series of ' Diverſions ſhortened the 
% Days, and gave Wings to the jovial Hours, 
« which now have leaden Feet, and burthen'd 
« with Grief, lag heavily along. No ſort of Re- 
cc flection gives me Joy; whether I look back- 
t ward or forward, all is Darkneſs and Confu- 
60 ſion; I am no Way qualified for Retirement: 

“Books are my Averſion, Thinking is my Hor- 
< ror; I am weary of Wing, and afraid to die 


1 ect this Account with a Heart full of Com- 
paſſion, and ſaid what I could to perſuade her, to 
dreak of this criminal Commerce with Caſſander, 
and throw herſelf on the Care of Providence, 
and the Generoſity of her Friends: But I had too 
much value for my own Peace, and too great 
a Contempt for a Woman of Aurelia's Character, 
90 make MY particular Propoſals for her Free- 
dom; ; 
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dom; and bidding her Adieu, haſted back to the 
Earl's, without ſaying one Word of my Adyen- 


ture; which I commit to your Secrecy, ang * 
ſcribe my felt, 


Tour moſs Humble Servant, 


PoLipoke. 
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Ros Au oN D to HENRY II. 


. . 4, E AD ofer theſe Lines, the Records 

1" 2% of my Shame, 
If thou can'ſt ſuffer yet my hate- 
| ful Name; 

WA Clean as this ſpotleſs Page, till 
ſtain'd by me, 

Such was my Conſcience, *till ſeduc'd by thee. 

Chaſte were my Thoughts, and all ſerene within, 

*Till mark'd by. thee with Characters of Sin. 

Had ſome ſucceſsful Lover in the Prime 

Of equal Years, betray'd me to a Crime, 

Reſiſtleſs Love had been my beſt Defence, 

And gain'd Compaſſion for the ſoft Offence : 

But while thy wither'd Age had no ſuch Charms, 

To tempt a blooming Virgin to thy Arms, 

I'm juſtly thought a Proſtitute for Gold, 

A mercenary Thing to ſordid Intereſt ſold. 

Be curs'd that female Fiend, whoſe practis'd Art 
With wanton Tales ſeduc'd my guiltleſs Hyart ; 
Let her with endleſs Infamy be curs'd ; 

Of all the Agents Hell employs the worſt : 


Per- 
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perdition to: herſelf the Wretch inſur d, 
When ſhe my youthful Modeſty allur'd. N 
Oh fatal Day! when to my Virtue's — * 
I fondly liſten' d to her flattering Tongue! 
But oh! more fatal Moment, whien ſhe gain d 
That vile Conſent which all my Glory ſtain d! 

- Yet Heav'n can tell, with what extream Regret 
The Fury of thy lawleſs Flames I met; 
For unexperienc'd in the Ways of Sin; 
A conſcious: Honour ſtruggled ſtill within. 
Oh could I! but the ill-tim'd Wiſh is vain; 
Could I my former Innocence regain! | 
Thy profer'd Kingdom, Henry; were a Prize; 1 
Which balanc'd with that Wealth, I ſhould deſpiſe. 
But I no more my Sex's Pride can boaſt, 

Alas! what has one Moment's Madneſs coſt! 
Not Woodftock's charming Bow'rs can eaſe my 
For I muſt fly myſelf to find Relief: (Grief, 
Oft while the Sun in lenth' ning Shades declines; 
And thro' the waving Trees more mildly ſhines :: 
Alone thro” all the beauteous Walks I rove, + 
And hope the Sweets of Solitude to prove: 

But at my Sight, each verdant Proſpect wears 
A gloomy View, and every Plant appears 
To bend its Top, o'ercharg'd with dewy Tears; 

Methinks each painted Bloſſom hangs its Head, 
Avoids my Touch, and withers where I tread: 

If Angling near a Cryſtal Brook I ſtand,” 
And with deluding Skill the Bait command; 
The cautious Fiſh that fly the Snare, upbraid 
My heedleſs Youth more eaſily betray'd. 


Amidſt the Garden, wrought by curious 0 
A noble Statue of Diana ſtands; 


Naked 


ee e 


Naked ſhe ſtands, with juſt Proportions grac d; 

And bathing in a Silver Fountain's plac'd , 

When near the flow'ry Borders 1 advance, 

At me ſhe ſeems to dart an angry Glance: 

What Scenes, alas, can pleaſe a guilty Mind! 

What Joy can I in theſe Receſſes find, 5 

For lawleſs and forbidden Love defign'd? . 

In ſome obſcure and melancholy Cell, 

Rather a weeping Penitent I'd dwell, 

Than here a glorious Proſtitute remain, 

To all my Sex's Modeſty a Stain. 1 
This ſtately Lab'rinth, rais'd with vaſt Weben 

Diſplays my Shame, and. its Magnificence: 

As through the ſtately Rooms I lately walk'd, 

And with my Woman of its Paintings talk d, 

She ſpy'd the Draught of ee wanton 3 
. Hane, 

And heedleſs ask d the i injur'd Beauty's Name; < | 

This, I reply d, is that illuſtrious Dame, 

Renown'd for Chaſtity,——1I ſhould have ſaid; $ 


But here a riſing Bluſh my Face o'erſpread, 

Confus'd 1 ſtop'd, and left th' inquiring en] 

Lnoretia's Story on my Life had caſt 

A black Reproach, who yet can live diferacd; 

1 ſhould like her with juſt Reſentment preſt, 

Have plung'd the fatal Dagger to my Breaſt. 
What ſpecious Colours can diſguiſe my Sin; | 

Or ſtill the reſtleſs Monitor within: 

Thy Greatneſs, Henry, but augments my Shame, 

And adds immortal Scandal to my Name: 

My odious Name, which, as the worſt Diſgrace; 


The Cl/iffords cancel from their hoble Rate! 10 
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To what propitious Refuge ſhall I run, 

The Terrors of a guilty Mind to ſhun ? 
In vain the Sun its Morning Pride diſplays; 
I turn my Eyes and ſicken at its Rays; + 
The Silver Moon, and ſparkling Stars by Night, 
Torment me too with their officious Light : 
The glimm' ring Tapers round my Chamber 
| plac'd, 
Acroſs the Room fantaſtick Shadows caſt ; 
Of all my Dreams, the melancholy Scene 
Preſents an injur d, 4 revengeful Queen. 

Laſt Night when Sleep my heavy Eyes had 
clos'd, | 

To all her Rage merhoughic I ſtood expos'd ! 
Wild were her Looks, a poiſon'd Cup ſhe brought; 

And proudly offer'd me the fatal Draught; 
The deſtin'd Bowl I took with trembling Handsz 
Compel'd to execute her fierce Commands: 
This diſmal Omen aggravates my Fears, 
Before my Fancy ſtill the furious Queen appears. 
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Mary Queen of France, to CHARLES 
BRANDON Duke of Suffolk. 


The Princeſs Maxx, Henry the VIIIth's. younger 
Siſter, being in Love with the Duke of Suffolk, 
was for publick Reaſons married to Lewis XII. of 
France, who died in ſix Months after, The 
Queen being again at Liberty, writes the. follow» 
ing Epiſtle to the Duke of Suffolk, her firſt Lover. 


An Imitation of Draiton's Epiſtle. 


ESSE T theſe ſoft Lines my kindeſt 
age. NG Thoughts convey, 
| "IA 


And tell thee what I ſuffer by thy 
8 Stay. 

Did Seas divide us, this might well 
excuſe 


Thy Negligence, and my fond Heart abuſe; 

But Calais from the Kentiſh Strand is ſeen, 

A gentle Current only rolls between. 

Nor needs my Suffolk, like Leander, brave 

A threat'ning Death i in ev'ry breaking Wave, 
When, 


* 
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When, guided only by a glim'ring Light, 

He croſs'd the ſtormy Felleſpont each Nis ht. 
Tall Ships with flying Sails and lab'ring Dar, 
Attend to land thee on the Callic Shores. 

But thou art chang'd! that Ardour is expir'd, 
Which once thy Wiſhes with Impatience fir'd, 
When Saboy's blooming Dutcheſs ſtrove in vain 
From me the Conqueſt of thy Heart to gain: 
Invited by Great Henry's Martial Fame, 

The haughty Princeſs with her Brother came, 
To compliment the King for Tournay gain'd; 
Where in a rich Pavilion entertain'd, 

Thy noble Form th* unzuarded Fair ſurpriz'd ; 
Nor were her tender Wiſhes long diſguis'd, 
Whatever Flatt'ry, Love, or wanton Art 
Could do, ſhe practis'd to ſeduce thy Heart. 
Great Anthony, by ſuch Allurements gain'd, 
For Cleopatra all his Glory ſtain'd : 

But thy firm Faith no Injury receiv'd, 

For you were juſt, or I was well deceiv'd. 

Nor were my Virgin Vows leſs true to thee, 
When young Caſtile addreſs'd the Court for me; 
The Charms of profer'd Empire I reſign'd, | 
And all that could. Ambition move declin'd, 0 
A ſofter Paſſion had poſſeſs d my Mind; 

And while unrival'd in thy Breaſt I reign'd, 

My Thoughts the Luſtre of a Crown diſdain'd. 
But ah! what Changes human Joys attend! 
On airy Chance our brighteſt Hopes depend. 
Victorious Henry's Arms ſtill meet Succels ; 
The-vanquiſh'd Ga at laſt propoſe a Peace. 
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By Woolſey's Policy their Terms ſucceed, 
= both the hoſtile Nations are agrees, 8 
While I the publick Victim am decreed. 
Condemn'd to ſhare the Chriſtian Monarchs Bed, 
And curs'd with that Magnificence I fled. 
I know my Rank no private Choice allow'd, 
And what a Princeſs to her Country qw'd. 
Theſe ſplendid Maxims ſhould have ſway'd my 
Breaſt, 
But Love entirely had my Soul poſſeſt. 
How oft I wiſh'd my humble Lot had been 
Beneath the glorious Hazard of a Queen, 
T hat crown'd by rural Maids with painted 
Flowers, 
I rang'd the Fields, and flept in verdant Bow'rs; 
Belov'd of ſome young Swain with Brandor's Face, 
His Voice, his Geſture, and his blooming Grace, 
In all but Birth and State reſembling thee ; 
Then unmoleſted had we liv'd, and free 
From thoſe unhappy Turns which Greatneſs 
brings; 
While Rocks and Meadows, Shades and purling 
Springs, 
The flow'ry Valley, and the gloomy Grove, 
Had heard of no ſuperior Name to Love. 
Such Scenes of this inglorious Life I drew, 
And half believ'd the charming Fiction true, 
Till real Ills diſſolv'd the pleaſing Dreams; 
The Groves and Valleys fled, the Lawns, and 
Silver Streams. 
The gay fantaſtick Paradiſe I mourn'd 


White Courts and — Crowns and Cares 
return d. | 


| With 


Moral and Entertaining: 93 
With Sighs I ſtill recall the fatal Day, 
When no Pretence could gain a longer * 
The lovely Queen my parting Sorrow ſa w. 
Nor Henry's Preſence kept my Grief in awe: 
No Rules of decent Cuſtom conld control, 
Or hide the wild Diſorder of my Soul, 
When fhip'd for France before the dancing Wind 
The Navy fled, and left my Hopes behind. | 
With weeping Eyes I ſtill ſurvey'd the Strand, 
Where on a riſing Cliff I ſaw thee ſtand, _ 
Nor once from thence my ſtedfaſt Sight withdrew, 
Till the lov'd Object was no more in view. 
Farewell, I cry'd, dear charming Youth, with thee 
Each cheerful Proſpect vaniſhes from me. 


Loud Shouts and Triumphs on the Gallic Coaſt 
Salute me, but the noiſy Zeal was loft ; 
Nor Shouts nor Triumphs forc'd my leaſt Regard, 
Thy parting Sighs methought was all I heard. 
But now at Alþeville by Lewis met, 
I ſtrove the Thoughts of Suffolk to forget: 
For here my Faith was to a Monarch vow'd, 
And ſolemn Rites my Paſſion diſallow'd : 
However pure my former Flames had been, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour made them now a Sin. 
But ſcarce my Virtue had the Conqueſt gain'd, 
And ev'ry wild forbidden Wiſh reſtrain'd, 
When at F. Dennis, with imperial State 
Inveſted, on the Gallic Throne I ſate; 
The Day with noble Tournaments was grac'd, ' 
Your Name among the Britiſh Champions plac'd. 
Invited by a guilty Thirſt of Fame, 
"Without * for wy Repoſe you came. 

The 
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The Liſts I ſaw thee ent ring with Surprize, 

And felt the dazzling Glances of thine Eyes. 

Ye ſacred Pow'rs (I'&ry*d) that rule above! 

Defend" my Breaſt from this perfidious Love. 

Ye holy Lamps! before whoſe awful Lights, 

I gave my Hand; and ye religious Rites! 

Aﬀiſt me too; nor let a Thought unchaſt, 

Or guilty Wiſh, my plighted Honour blaſt : 

While Paſſion firugpling with my pious Fears, 

Forc'd from my Eyes involuntary Tears. 

Some tender Bloſſom thus, with Leaves enlarg'd, 

Declines its Head, with Midnight Dew o'er- 
charg'd : 

The paſſing Breezes ſhake the gentle Flow r, 

And ſcatter all around a pearly Show'r. 

From this diſtracting Hour I ſhun'd thy Sight, 

And gain'd the Conqueſt by a prudent Flight: 

But human Turns and Sov'reign Deſtiny 

Have ſet me now from theſe Engagements free. 

The Stars propitious to my Virgin Love 

My firſt Deſires and early Vows approve, 

While buſy Politicians urge in vain, 

That publick Reaſons ſnould my Choice reſtrain; 

That none but Tork's or Lancaſter's high Race, 

Or great Plantagenet's I ought to grace: | 

Nor $folk wants a long illuſtrious Line, 

And Worth, that ſhall in future Records ſhine. 

They own'd thy Valour, when thy conqu'ring 
Lance 

Carry'd the Prize from all the Youth of France. 

Thy Merit Henty's conſtant Favour ſhows, 

And Envy only can my Choice oppoſe. 


Thy 
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Thy noble Preſence, Wit, and fine Addreſs, 


The Britiſh and the Gallic Court confeſs; _ 
Alanzor's Shape, and Vendime's ſparkling Eye, 7 


Count Paus gay Mien, and Bourbon's Majeſty, 


No longer are admir'd when thou art by. 
There nothing wants to juſtify my Flame, 
The Stateſmen grant but a poor empty Name. 
And what's the gawdy Title of a King? 
What ſort of Bliſs can Royal Grandeur bring? 
When thou art abſent, what's the Court to me; 
But tireſome State, and dull Formality * 
This Toy a Crown, I would reſign, to prove 
The peaceful Joys of Innocence and Love: 


— 
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SO [ 25 Iſtracted with his Stay, yet ſtill tlie 
1 2 7 ba ſame, 


Wa * WN. True to her antient Vows and early 
i CY Flame, 


Penelope Hiues her abſent King : 

Oh! would himſelf at Jaſt an Anſwer bring! 

Proud Troy is fall'n, our Grecian Virgins Hate, 

Yet not th* unrival'd Riches of her State, 

Nor all the Glories of her Monarch's Throne, 

Can for the Pains thy Abſence gives attone. 

Oh! had the Waves that gently wafted o'er } 

The luſtful Phrygian to the Spartan Shore, 0 

Plung' d in the deep the guilty Load they bore! 

Abandon'd then I ſhould not waſte away 

In unavailing Moans the lazy Day ; 

Or loſt to Joy, and widow'd of Delight, 

Curſe the dull lagging Hours of the more tedious 

Night. 

Fruitful of Doubts, my Love ſtill fear'd for you 

Dangers unknown, and — than the true. 
ET x 33 1 thought 
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I thought all 7roy conſpir d againſt thy Head, 
And He#or's Name, but mention'd, ftruck me 
Trembling I heard of Falſe Achilles flain, (dead. 
And wept to find the bold Deceit was vain: 
Hepolemus fell by the Lycian Spear, 
Hepolemus renew'd my anxious Care. 
In ſhort, at every Grecian Hero's Fall, 
Thro' the long War before the fatal wall, 
A thrilling Coldneſs ran thro ev'ry Part, 
Chill'd up my Blood, and ſhudder'd at my Heart. 
But my chaſte Paſſion moy'd the pitying Skies; 
My Lord is ſafe, and Troy in Aſhes lies. 
With profp'rous Gales the Argive Chiefs retutn; 
And to their Country Gods barbarick EO 
burn. 
The Wives in pious Gifts declate their Joy; 
While their ſav'd Husbands tell the Fate of Troy: 
Old Men and frighted Virgins fix'd around; 
In dumb Amazement dwell upon the Sound: 
The Soldiers in gay Feaſts their Cares Compoſe; 
And mark in Wine the Scenes of atitient Woes : 
This is Sigæum, here ſwift Simois How'd, 
There high erect old Priam's Palace ſtood ; 
Here fierce Pelides urg'd the dreadful War, 
There fix d the bleeding Hector to his Car: 
There mov'd Ulyſſes certain of Succeſs, 
Greater his Conduct, nor his Courage leſs: 
Twas Neftor told us all; he told us too 
The Arts that Dolon ind the Thracian flew; 
Heedleſs and too forgetful as you were, 
In you Pm ſure twas criminal to dare: 
When you but for one faithful Friend alone 
Dealt Fate to Squadtons, and provok d your own; 
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How well your Wife and Infant left behind. 

How well your tender Paſſion fill'd your Mind! 

I fainted as I heard the dreadful Tale, 

Scarce your Succeſs could o'er my Fears prevail. 

But what's Succeſs, what's ruin'd Troy to me, 

Or all the ſavage Joys of Victory? 

If ſtill unbleft I fink beneath my Pain, 

And never muſt enjoy my Lord again! 

For other Wives deſtroy'd, to me ſtill ſtands 

The Wall erected by immortal Hands. 

Now plenteous Harveſts grow where Jlium ſtood, 

The Soil well fatten'd with the Natives Blood. 

O'er ruin'd Palaces, that reach'd the Skies, 

Low Spires of Graſs and humble Shrubs ariſe. 

Still of the Conqu'ror's Abſence I complain, 

Nor know what diſtant Worlds my wandring 
Lord detain. 

ULTSSES I of ev'ry Ship re require, 

The Sailors with repeated Queſtions tire 

Hopeleſs and half-deſpairing yet I write; 5 


The cruel Pow'rs, that envy me Delight, 

May bring at leaſt my Letters to your Sight. 

To Pylos, antient Neſtor's fruitful Reign, 

And Sparta's injur'd Court I ſent in vain ; 

For nor from Sparta, nor from Pylos came, 

Ought ſave wild Rumors and uncertain Fame. 

Again I wiſh Troy's lofty Tow'rs might riſe, 

And curſe the thoughtleſs Vows that gain'd the 
Skies. 

War's Hazards then would be my only Care, 

And I in common with a thouſand fear : 

Now all the Dangers of the Land and Seas 


While 
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While you alas! perhaps with Pleaſure rove, 
And faithleſs nouriſh a forbidden Love; 

Take ſome deluding Harlot to your Breaſt, 
And in her Arms with lawleſs Tranſports bleſt, 0 
Make my dull eaſy Conſtancy your Jeſt. 

Ye Pow'rs! avert the Thought I cannot bear, 
And give my vain Suſpicions to the Air. 
Whate' er may be the Reaſons of thy Stay, 

Oh! may'ſt thou never willingly delay! 

Me to a ſecond Choice my Sire invites, 
Chides my Delays, and urges all his Rights. 
Still let him urge, my Love my Faith aſſures, 
I am, I muſt, I will be ever yours. 
Yet my warm Pray'rs the good old Monarch move, 
He views my 'Tears, and mourns my hapleſs Love. 
But a vile Train of thoughtleſs Youths proclaim 
With lawleſs Impudence a fawcy Flame. 
Hither from Zante and Samos they reſort, - + 
And revel unmoleſted in thy Court. 
Treaſures, the Purchaſe of thy Blood they ſeiſe, 
Thoſe Spoils Eurymachus, Piſander thele, 
Antinous here with equal Rage poſſeſt, 
There greedy Polybns, a conſtant Gueſt, K 
Plunder around,. And need I name the reſt 
Who in your abſence on our Vitals pray, 

And waſte in coſtly Luxury the Day. 

The Beggar Jrus, a deteſted Name, 

And baſe Melarthus loſt, compleat thy Shame. 
Gainſt theſe Inſults what Force can I employ 2 
What thy old Father, or thy tender Boy? 

For his dear Life a thouſand Snares are laid, 


And certain Ruin aim'd at his unguarded Head. 
O 2 Preſerve: 
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Preſerve him Heaven! and if we ne'er muſt join, 
Vet may he live to cloſe your Eyes and mine. 
In vain Laertes does his Pow'r oppoſe, 

Unfit for War againſt ſurrounding Foes. 
Telemachus will ſoon to Fame aſpire, 

Now his ſoft Years a Parent's Aid require. 

Oh! thou, our only Hope and Refuge come, 
Diſpel our Dangers, and avert our Doom: 
Form the young Hero in the Arts of War, 

To rival thee, but with more Caution dare. | 
Haſt, and relieye your Sire with Years oppreſt, 
Once more he longs to claſp you to his Breaſt, 5 
Then ſhake of tedious Life, and ſink to Reſt. 
Oh ! haſte to me,——A little longer Stay 
Will ev'ry Grace, each fancy'd Charm decay ? 


Increaſing Cares, and Time's reſiſtleſs Rage, 


Will waſte my Bloom, and wither it to Age; 
Yet at thy Sight wild Joys and ſprightly Love 


Shall ren recall, and ev ryCharmi improve. 


31 * 


Moral and Entertaining. 101 


| 8 TX 
LET 


From Laura to Aurelia. 


. hs. — 1 . 
— — 


EN 


From LavRka, gioing an Account of Her 
Brother's criminal Amour, and her own 
7 a Non for the Handſome Hermit. 


O UL D your Importunity have 
ogg prevailed with my Brother to have 
cl i left me in London, you had been 
free from the Vexation that I ſhall 

| | certainly give you, by making you 
the Confident of all my Country Adventures; 
and I hope you will relieve my Chagrin, by tele 
ling me what the dear, bewitching, buſy World, 
is doing, while I am idly ſauntering away my 
Time in rural Shades. How happy are you, my 
dear Aurelia! How I envy you the Enjoyment of 
Duſt, of Crowds and Noiſe, with all the e polity 
Hurry of the Beau Monde. - 


. My. 


r S 

My Brother brought me here to ſee a Country 
Seat he has lately purchaſed: He would fain per- 
ſuade me tis finely ſituated ; but I ſhould think 
it more finely ſituated in the Mall, or even in 
Cheapfide than here. Indeed I hardly know where 
we are, only that 'tis at a dreadful Diſtance from 
the Threatre Royal in Drury Lane, from the Ope- 
ra, from the Maſquerade, and every thing in this 
World that is worth living for. 

I can ſcarce tell you whither to direct your 
Letters; we are certainly at the Ends of the 
Earth, on the Borders of the Continent, the Li- 
mits of the habitable Globe, under the Polar Star, 
among wild People and Savages. I thought we 
ſhould never have come to the End of our Pil- 
grimage ; nor could I forbear asking my Brother, 
if we were to travel by dry Land to the Anti- 
podes ; not a Mile but ſeemed ten that carried me 
from London, the Centre of all my Joys. 

The Country is my Averſion, I hate Trees and 
Hedges, ſteep Hills, and filent Valleys: The Sa- 
tyriſt may laugh, but to me, 


&« Green Fields, and ſhady Groves, and Cryſtal Springs, 
& And Larks, and Nightingales, are odious Things. 


T had rather hear London Cries, with the Rat- 
tle of Coaches, than fit liſtening to the melan- 
choly Murmur of purling Brooks, or all the 
wild Muſick of the Woods; the Smell of Violets 
gives me the Hyſtericks; freſh Air murders me; 


my Conſtitution is not robuſt enough to bear it ; 
the 
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the cooling Zephyrs will fan me into a Catarrh, 
if I ſtay here much longer. we 

If theſe are the Seats of the Muſes, let them uns 
envy'd enjoy their glittering Whimſies, and con- 
verſe with the viſionary Beings of their own form- 
ing. I have no Fancy for Dryades and Fairies, 
nor the eaſt Prejudice to Human Society; a meer 
earthly Beau, with an embroider'd Coat, : ſuits, 
my Taſte better than an aerial Lover with his ſhi- 
ning 'Trefſes and Rainbow Wings. | 

The ſober 'Twilight, which has employed fo 
many ſoft Deſcriptions, is with me a very dult 
Period ; nor does the Moon (on which the Poets 
dote) with all her ſtarry Train delight me half ſo 
much as an Aſſembly-Room, illuminated with 
Wax-Candles: 'This is what I ſhould prefer to the 
glaring Sun in his meridian Splendor: Day-light 
makes me ſick; it has ſomething in it ſo common 
and vulgar, that it ſeems fitter for Peafants to 
make Hay in, or Country Laſſes to ſpin by, than 
for the Uſe of People of Diſtinction. 

Lou pity me I know, dear Aurelia, in * 
deplorable State; the whole Creation is a blank 
to me, *tis all joyleſs and deſolate: In whatever 
gay Images the Muſes have dreſſed theſe ruſtick 
Abodes, I have not Penetration enough to. diſ- 
cover them: Nor the flowery Field, nor ſpangled 
Sky, the roſy Morn, or balmy Evening, can re- 

create my thoughts: I am neither a religious nor 
poetical Enthuſiaſt ; and without either of theſe 


Qualifications, what ſhould I do in ſilent Retreats 
and penſive Shades. 


I find 


tog LB TT © Ris 

I find myſelf little at eaſe in this Abſence of 
the noiſy Diverſions of the Town; *tis hard for 
me to keep up my Spirits in Leiſure and Retire- 
ment ; it makes me anxioufly inquiſitive what will 
become of me when my Breath flies away : Death, 
that ghaſtly Phantom, perpetually intrudes on 
my Solitude, and in ſome doleful Knell from a 
neighbouring Steeple, often calls upon me to ru- 
minate on Coffins and Funerals, Graves, and gloo- 
my Sepulchres: Theſe diſmal Subjects put me in 
e Vapours, and make me ſtart at my own Sha- 
dow; nor have I acquired any great Degree of 
Fortitude by turning Free-Thinker and unlearn- 


414 that the Nurſe and all the Prieft have taught: 
Mr. Pops. 


You have been too often of our Party, not to 
know my Brother is a very Ihfidel: He has a 
fort of Vanity in making me a Proſelyte, and free- 
ing my Mind from thoſe Prejudices (as he calls 
thetn) and ſuperſtitious Notions, which govern a 
ou Part of the World ; but as he finds me a 
ittle unwilling to reſign my Immortality, he has 
furniſhed me with a Syſtem of Tranſmigration, 
and the eternal wandring of the Soul from one 
Species of Being to another. | 
However, I do not find myſelf a Gainer by 
renouncing my Creed, which allowed me to hope 
that after the Period of this mortal Life, I might 
be an Angel, or at leaſt equal to thoſe bright Eſ- 
ſences. 


1 | But 


"2. 
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But by this fantaſtick Scheme, to hich: my. 
Br6ther'is making me a Convert, my Pretenſions 
are ſunk; the. utmoſt 1 can expect, when I have 
ſhifted "my preſen t Exiſtence, i is to grin in a Mon- 
key, or look demure in a broad-fac'd Owl, or to 
fit a Chattering Magpye i in a Buſh; *tis a Chance 
among which of the Animal Race I am to be 
numbered, whether I ſhall mount the Air with 
the win, get Inhabitants, or crawl on the. Earth 
among my Brother Reptiles, or graze in the Mea- 
dows with the Horned Tribe. Indeed I have no 
great Stomach to Graſs or Hay, and as little In- 
clination to fleep in a Den, or ſtretch my hairy 
Bulk on the dewy Plain: But tis yet uncertainz 
whether I am to ſtalk, or fly, or ſwim; I am ſtill 
at a lofs, which of theſe various Clans to greet as 
my next Kindred. 

However, I am better pleaſed with being what 
Tam, than any thing elſe ; I had rather be a ce- 
lebrated Toaſt, fluttering at a Ball among Beaus 
and pretty Fellows, than the moſt gaudy Butter- 
fly hovering with painted Wings over a Bed of 
Tulips: If this ſhould be my enſuing Fate; it will- 
be a mortifying Deſcent from a Goddeſs to an 
Inſect. 

And really there i is ſomething ſo gloomy and un- 
comfortable in theſe Proſpects of Futurity, that 
if I conſider them much longer, I ſhall turn Chri- 
ſtian again in Defiance of my Brother and a learn- 
ed Unbeliever his Companion, who are petpetu- | 


ally ridiculing my Concern about a viſionary _ 
after, as they Term it. 


Patt It. P indeed. 
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Indeed this would be the leaſt of my Cares, 
were I not extremely at Leiſure, but as Iam, *tis im- 
poſſible for me to avoid being ſollicitous what Fate 
attends me, when I reſign this tranſitory Life, for 
I muſt certainly dye; I am mortal beyond Con- 
tradiction; this Truth ſits heavy on my Soul 
there is no flying its Evidence, nor does this Place 
afford any Amuſement to divert the gloomy Re- 
flection. If I ſhould turn Devotee, you would 
think it a more wonderful Metamorphoſis than a- 
ny I have nam'd: But in all Changes I am con- 
ſtantly 


Durs, &c. 
LAURA. 
P. & I have a Secret to tell you concerning my 
Brother, which you ſhall know in my next Let- 


ter; for I am as impatient to difcoyer it as you 
can be to hear it. 
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LETTER . 


To AuRELIA. 


5. 5 —.— Dl H ave too much Confidence in my 
| dear Aurelia, to conceal any thing 
from her, nor can it be an Injury to 
my Brother to truſt you with his 
Ganger and know him to be as great a Liber- 
tine in his Practice as his Principles. | 

But in whatever Freedoms he has indulged 
himſelf, I muſt own he has always endeavoured 
to give me a juſt Senſe of Honour, and the De- 
corum due to my Sex; while he has taken pains- 
to free me from the Reſtraints of Religion, lie 
has left nothing unſaid on other Motives that 
might raiſe in me the tendereſt Concern for a 
clear Reputation: Which made me the more reſent 
his ſcandalous Conduct, when I found he had A 

Miſtreſs in his Houſe, whom he had ſent hither 
two or three Days before we came: 1 knew not 
what to do, nor how to behave my ſelf in this 
Exigence, *till I found ſhe was rather an Object 
of Compaſſion than Reproach, and that ſhe. came 


hither, nor to indulge an infamous Amour, but 
P 2 1 


nens, 


to ſhelter berſelf from Want and the Reſentment 
of her Relations. 

Sbe- told me the Story of her Migfortune, as 
well as the Diſtreſs and Confuſion ſhe was in 
would permit; and asking me a thouſand Pardons, 
ingenuouſly owned ſhe had engaged my Brother 
to bring me with him, or not to follow. her. 

I found her Education had been ſtrictly mo- 
deft, and that ſhe was unacquainted with the vici- 
ous Part of the World. She is hardly Sixteen, 
her Name Charlotte, the only Child of a noted 
Citizen, who was utterly nel in his Affairs by 
a crafty Few; from the Height of Credit, the 
unhappy Man found himſelf” ſunk into Circum- 
ſtances of Diſgrace and Tndigence. 

This was a melancholy Turn to Charlotte, juſt 
in the Vanity of youthful Expectations, to find 
herſelf, from the Affluence of Fortune ſo ſud- 
denly reduced to Poverty and Contempt. My Bro- 
ther (whom ſhe had ſometimes ſeen with her Fa. 
ther, but knew nothing of his Character) took this 
unfortunate Criſis to tempt her with rich Preſents 
and fair Promiſes, to leave her Friends, and re- 
tire to ſome private Lodgings he had got for her. 

In this Diſtraction of Affairs her Father being 

under an Arreſt, and all his Effects ſeiſed, the 
was ſurpriſed into a Complyance with my Bro- 
ther's Propoſal ; nor did he give her Time to re- 
flect or conſult any of her Relations, who ſoon 
got Intelligence of this Diſhonaur, and ſent her 
a ſevere Prohibition to ſee their Faces no. more. 

This cruel Meſſage, with the ſad Tidings of her 
Mother 5 Death that followed, and the full Evi 


dence 
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fence that. ſhe was deluded: by my Brother 
with feigned Promiſſes of Marriage, had al- 
moſt Lo fatal to her Life; nor could any, 
Argument allay her Sorrow, till her diſtreſſed 
Lover engaged never to ask any future Favour of 
her, but what the niceſt Virtue might grant: On 
this Condition ſhe conſented to go to his new 
Seat i in the Country, for indeed ſhe has no other 
Refuge. He has kept his Promiſe; the lodges 
jn my Appartment, and is treated by him with as 
much Decency as if ſhe was his Siſter. Þ 
I never thought ſuch a Libertine would turg 
Platonick ; ; tis an unuſual Refinement, and I, be» 
lieve the firſt Gallantry of this Kind he ever prac» 
tiſed; but he has an Eſteem, a Tenderneſs for 
her, of which by his diſſolute Manners I always 
fancied him uncapable, T 
| Her Behaviour is really modeR, nor was there 
Ever a more natural Impreſſion of Truth and In, 
nocence, than appears in her Face: Her too crey 
dulous Temper, and unexperienced Years, have be- 
trayed her into this State of Shame and Miſery, of 
which (though too late) ſhe ſeems exquiſitely ſen- 
ſible. Since I began this Letter, ſhe came into my 
Cloſet, and with a Flood of Tears begged me to 
contrive ſome Way to, free her from this dan- 
gerous Place. 
cc But whither (ſhe ſaid) can I fly? my Friends 
c will never receive me, nor have I the Confi- 
| & dence to meet their Reproaches: My Crime 
& has ſent a tender Mother weeping to her. 
cc Grave, it loads my Father's hoary Head with 
« a heavier Weight of Sorrow than all his other 
«© Misfortunes. 
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c Misfortunes. Love was not my Excuſe, I am 
cc yet a Stranger to that Paſſion ; it was a Cow- 
c ardice, twas fear of Poverty, a criminal Diſ- 
cc truft of celeſtial Providence: I ſhould have 
c begged, I ſhould have ſtarved, rather than part- 
« ed with my Innocence on ſuch mercenary 
« Terms. However ſincere my Repentance is, 
ce it can fignify nothing, with regard to the 
cc World; the Scandal will never be obliterated ; 
« J muſt either face the publick Contempt, or 
« waſte my Days in a joyleſs Obſcurity. Put 
cc my Condition in the beſt Light; would this falſe 
e Man, as he promiſed, marry me, what oppro- 
ce 'brious Language, what Terms of Infamy, muſt 
« J expect in his Intervals of Chagrin! Beſides 
cc this, the Impiety of his Converſation terrifies 
« me; while I hear him make a Jeſt of thoſe 
cc Aiered gubjects, for which I have been taught 
ce the higheſt Veneration, I ſhould live happier 
cc with a wild American.” 

1 made her no Reply; the Reaſoning was too 


* ta admit a Contradiction; but this melan choly 


Inſtance makes me more than ever reſolved nat 
to ſurrender, nor even capitulate on any Terms 
bur thoſe of a Lawful Engi ſb Wife. Adieu. 


Lauza. 


LET... 
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e HAT — 5 we nk; | Hoot 
Vin be ſurpriſed to hear I am grown. 
bond of the Country, and have act, 
| quired. a Reliſh for its harmleſs De-. 
lights: I can talk to an Echo, or 
liſten with great Attention to. a purling Stream; 
T am in a fair Way to make Garlands, invoke 
the Muſes, and write Paſtorals. Since you heard 
laſt from me, I have met with an agreeable Ad- 
venture, that has given a Sort of romantik Dong, 
to my Imagination. i557 I 
As I was taking my conſtant Diverſion "of, ri- 
ding on the Downs, the Evening being exceeding 
pleaſant, I wandered ſome Miles beyond my uſuat 
Limits, till I came in ſight of a venerable , Pile 
of Building, which could be diſtinguithed Froms a 
Church by nothing but the Want of a Steeple : 
Every Thing about it had an Air of Grandeur 
and Antiquity, At ſome Diſtance from the 
Houſe, there was a thick Wood, wi: ſeveral 
fine Walks cut through it. 


1 had 


LO 
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I had a great Inclination to ramble in thoſe 
agyecable Shades; and alighting, ordered my 
Poetman to wait at the Place, where I left him. 
It 'was not long before I came to the Centre of 
the Foreſt, in which was a large Graſs-Plat of a 
circular Figure, with a double Row of high Elms 
growing in the ſame Form round it: In the mid- 
dle of the Green was a little Mount, that by eaſy 
Steps of Turf had a winding * the Top; 
where ſtood an Arbor of Jeſſamine, Woodbine, 
and Roſes, twiſted together with a Sort of ele- 
gant Diſorder ; the gaudy Bloſſoms pleaſed the 
Sight, while cheir mingled Sweets perfumed the 
ambient Air. On the 140er Branches of the cir- 
cling Elms, hung ſeveral gilt Cages, with a Vas 
tiety of Singing-Birds in them; which were now; 
chanting their Evening Songs, while a muſical 
Flagelet in clear and ſfrill Reſponſes, anfwered 
from tlie delicious Arbor. 

I” began” to think, there were indeed ſuch 
Things as enchanted" Foreſts and vocal Groves; ; 
or thar the great Spirit of Nature was ſolacing it- 
ſelf in thoſe innocent Abodes: However, Female 

Curloſity led me on, till I came to the charming 
Bower; where I found a well-dreffed beautiful 
Youth, of about Seventeen, fitting with a Flage- 
let in his Hand. His Complexion was a lively 
Brunette, that diſgraced the Lilly and the Roſes; 
his dark Hair fell in large and graceful Curls be- 
low his Neck; nothing could be more elegant 
than his Shape and Feature; nor was there any 
meeting the Splendor of his Eyes, without being 
ſeriſible of every darting Glance, 


I I made 
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I made ſome Apology for my Intruſion, which 
he anſwered with an eaſy natural Civility; not 
could I perceive, that my Preſence gave him the 


leaſt Surpriſe or Confuſion. He received me 


with perfect Compoſure, nor ſeeined to have any 
manner of Curioſity to know whence I came, or 
whither I was going, nor (to my great Mortifi- 
cation) did he ſo niuch as ask whether I was 4 
Mortal or a Goddeſs. 

It gave ine ſome Uneaſineſs, I confeſs, to find 
myſelf no more an Object of Surpriſe, to one 
who perhaps had never ſeen any Thing ſo fine iti 
his Life ; for I was in a very rich Habit, blazing 
with Scarlet and Gold. You cannot imaginé 
how it humbled my Vanity, to obſerve Sith 
what Indolence and Tranquility the youtig In- 
ſenſible look'd at me; and the more, becauſe he 
did not ſeem to want Wit of Politeneſs. 1 was 
extreamly vexed, that at Three and twenty he 
ſhould treat me with as much Indifference and 
| Reſpect, as if I had been his. Great Grand- 
mother. 

This Sedateneſs gave me 4 Curioſity to pry in 


to his Studies; for I ſaw two Books lie near th& 


Place where he ſate: When I opened them, I 
found one was 4 Diſcourſe of the Government of the 
Paſſions ; the othet, a Treatiſe of the Immortality 
of the Soul. I had nothing to ſay on thoſe grave 
Subjects, but after ſome formal Diſcourſe of the 
fine Situation of the Place, I took my leave of 
it; the young Philoſopher attending me to the 
Limits of the Wood, where I left my Servant ; 

Part III. 1 and 


| 
| h 


ns 


and there we parted, without any ſeeming Re- 
luctance on either Side. | 

Put I own I had a reſtleſs Curioſity to know 
the Hiſtory of this lovely Youth, and to whom 
the Houſe belonged ; nor was it long before 1 
received Satisfaction from a Clergyman, that was 
riding the ſame Road with me. He ſaid, -The 
C Manſion was Sir Harry Lizzard's, a Man of 
Merit, and well acquainted with the World, 
at which he was now unreaſonably diſguſted, 
and grown ſolitary on the Account of the 
Death of his eldeſt Son, to whom he had gi- 
ven a very liberal Education, and with a ge- 
nerous Allowance ſent him into Italy, where 
his Time was ſpent in the moſt diſſolute man- 
* ner; being unhappily engaged with a lewd 
Woman, in a Fit of Jealouſy ſhot himſelf 
through the Head. This tragical Event made 
Sir Harry reſolve to 'give his younger Son a 
quite different Education: Indeed his Cha- 
racter is entirely the Reverſe of his elder Bro- 
& ther's; he is remarkable for his early Piety, 

and great Proficiency in all Sorts of Learning, 
“having a very polite and ingenious Perſon for 
& his Tutor: But Philocles, that is the young 

Gentleman's Name, has too great an Allay 
of Gravity for his early Years, and is of ſo 
retired a Temper, that he is known by the 


Title of The Handſome Hermit, as he is indeed 
&« very handſome. 


Ce 
cc 
6 
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Here the Clergyman left me, overjoyed with 
this Intelligence. As ſoon as I got Home, I re- 
lated my Adventure to Charlotte; who, gave me 
but little Attention, being, as I told you, in the 
utmoſt Anxiety, at the manner of Life to which 
ſhe was confined. I am, 


Dear AuRELIA, 
Moſt ſincerely Tours, &c. 
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To AvxELIA. 


G 12 50 in Sir Harry Lixzard's Foreſt: My 
2 1 Brother knows nothing of this Ad- 

— venture, and the firſt Afternoon 
that I found him engaged, I perſuaded Charlotte 
to go with me; who was glad of any Pretence 
to fly from her own Gallant, though ſhe expreſ- 
ſed but little Curioſity to ſee mine. 

At the Entrance of the Grove, we left the 
Servants to wait with our Horſes, till we re- 
turned. In my firſt Viſit, I perceived by Phi. 
Jocles's Diſcourſe, that when the Evening was 
fair, he conſtantly ſpent it in the charming 
Bower, where we now found him reading 
Dr. Youns's true Eſtimate of Human Life, with 
ſuch Attention, he did not immediately ſee us, 
and ſeemed ſurpriſed at the Encounter. 

It diverted me, to find his Philoſophy difcom- 
poſed; I began to flatter myſelf, it was the Ef- 
fect of my Charms: The Hopes of ſuch a Con- 
queſt delighted me more than all my paſt Victo- 


ries; it gave a ſudden Vivacity to my Thoughts, 
and 
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and reſolving by my Wit to ſecure the Conqueſt 
of my Eyes, I began with great Gaiety to rally 
him on his recluſe Manner of Life, and loſing 
his o_ Hours in a joyleſs Solitude. 

By this Time the young Stoick had aſſumed 
his natural Superiority, and inſtead of replying 
(as I expected) in a gallant and modeſt Strain, 
he talk'd to me of the Satisfactions of Virtue, 
the Tranquillity of the Mind in the Rectitude of 
its Paſſions ; Themes which from another Perſon 
would have compoſed me better than a Dory of 
| Laudanm : But here, 


— ig grave Rebuke, 
&. Severe in youtbful Beanty, added Grace 
« Invincible — 


Like the * Angel in Milion: 
ce ——Abaſt'd I flood, 


<6 And felt bow awful Goodneſs is, and ſaw 
* Vi rtue bew lovely in ber Native Shape 


The Glory that darted from his Eyes, the a- 

reeable Accent, the moving Eloquence chat 
| Naas from thoſe roſy Lips, commanded my 
whole Attention ; had he preached a Sermon, 1 
could patiently have. liſtened to F200 blooming 
Orator : | 


46 From Morn to Noon, 
" Prom Noon to dewy Eve, a Summer's Day, 


M1LTON. 


« And 
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And yet I could not forbear ſometimes laugh- 
ing at his Gravity, and begging he would put = 
{elf into Holy Orders: But he was not to be ral- 
lied out of his Sobriety, nor could I poſſibly draw 
from him that Flattery, by which *till now I had 
been addreſſed. He ſecmed rather to have an 
Inclination to humble my Vanity. 

Charlotte the whole Time ſate in a penſive Si- 
lence, while the Tears which ſhe ſtrove to con- 
ceal, would ſometimes drop from her Eyes. Phi- 
tocles in every pauſe of Converſation ſurvey'd her 
with Looks that expreſſed great Humanity; but 
I was in no Diſpoſition to be jealous of any thing 
I looked on ſo inferiour to my ſelf. 

However, my Cancern to conceal this Affair 
from my Brother, made -me break off. the Con- 
verſation a little abruptly, that we might be at 
Home at the uſual Hour. As ſoon as ever we 
were got alone, I asked Charlotte, how ſhe liked 
the Haudſome Hermit. Oh (ſaid, ſhe with a ten- 
ce der Emotion) that I had never ſeen him ! Till 
ce now I was not ſenſible of the Injury this Bar- 
& barian your Brother has done me: He has cut 
te me off from all the lawful Joys of Life, from 
te the Pleaſure of a reciprocal Affection for a Man 
cc of Worth and Virtue. With my Innocence I 
c loſt a Right to that Happineſs. What! am I 
& à Proſtitute! a kept Miſtreſs! Your Brother 5! 
&« O Infamy! Your Brother's Wh--e! 

If you had not been that (ſaid I) Charlotte, 


ou had been a Beggar. 
0 Oh envy'd Title (ſhe reply'd,) Oh glorious 


cc Poverty! Thou haſt been the Choice of Saints 
| and 
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« and Heroes; Virtue has made thee her Sanctu- 
ce ary, her peaceful Retreat. I could have fed 
« on wholſome Vegetables, quenched my Thirſt 
c at ſome cryſtal Brook, indulged my harmleſs 
cc Slumbers on the verdant Turf, undiſturbed with 
« guilty Fears. Pardon me (ſaid ſhe; recollect- 
c ing herſelf) theſe paſſionate Sallies, I find my- 
« ſelf more than ever undone, condemned to 
ce waſte my Hours in ſullen Obſcurity; in the 
« Pride of Life, the Bloom of ſoft Defires, to 
ce Janguiſh in ſolitary Deſpair: My Conſcience 
c will not ſuffer me to gratify an unlawful Paſſi- 
cc on, nor ſhould any Advantage (were my Guilt 
& a Secret) perſuade me to impoſe on a Man of 
cc Worth. I have been true even to this Rake 
cc that has undone me, and fruſtrated all my 
« Hopes of a lawful Happineſs.” 

That is, my Brother has ſpoiled your Marriage 
(ſaid I), but dear Charlotte, why ſhould that 
Thought afflict you, who intend to paſs your fu- 

ture Time in Penitence and Retirement? Has the 
Handſome Hermit altered your pious Reſolutions ? 

« No (lhe reply'd), he has rather confirm'd 
« them; never had the Cauſe of Virtue a more 
ce reſiftleſs Advocate; methinks I ſee the Beauty 
ce that lightened in his Face, I hear the charm- 
ce ing Accent ſtill: I felt the Energy of his Argu- 
c ments; my Soul gave its full Aﬀent to the ce- 
<« leſtial Dictates; I wondered you could ſo of- 
ce ten interrupt the graceful Orator with your 
« ill-tim'd Rallery ; I could have liſtened to his 
Lecture of Morality, till the Midnight Dews 
& had fallen, till all the Stars had ſay.” 


cc Dear 
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& Dear Charlotte (ſaid I) forgive this Interrup- 
& tion; I find you are in Love: My Intention is 
* entirely fruſtrated of having your Picture 
“ drawn as the Fair Penitent, with a Lamp and 
& Prayer-Book before you. I perceive you de- 
tc ſign yet to converſe among ſinful Mortals ; Will 
& you go with me to morrow to hear another 
« Lecture from the charming Divine? 

“ Rather (ſhe replied) let me retire to the ſi- 
& lent Grave, to conceal my Infamy ; I would 
& not deceive him with an Air of Innocence 
& while I att, conſcious of my own Diſhonour. 
&« I know my ſelf ; this is the Criſis of my Mi- 
cc 28 ; nothing can Oobliterate this ſecret Senſe 

& of Shame; I may retire from the publick view, 
er as *tis my full Reſolution : But what is a Re- 
& ſolution at Sixteen] without peculiar Aſfiſt- 
& ance from Heaven, I ſhall never congiier tlie 
& Dictates of Love and Nature; In this Pers 
& plexity, I muſt either marry ſome worthleſs 
& Wretch that knows my Infamy, or deceive 
«© ſome Man of Merit, to whom tis a Secret.“ 

Here ſhe burſt into a Flood, intreating me to 
write to an Uncle ſhe had, to receive her into his 


Pavour, and let her live vrientely 1 in his Family. 
This I promiſed, nor deſpair of prevailing. My 


Concern for her makes me forget tis time to 
fubſcribe myſelf 


Tour Humble Servant, 
LAURA. 
I, 1+ BÞ Ts 
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To the Same. 


—| HARL OTT E, to bel great Sas 
FAS] tisfaction, has this Morning left us; 
and is gone to her Uncle, who was 
eaſily perſuaded to receive her, af* 
FAY ter he was aſſured of the Sincerity 
e. I found it a harder Task 
to prevail with my Brother to reſign the Idol of 
his Affections though he loſt nothing by her Ab- 
ſence, but the Pleaſure of gazing on her.. 
I am in Pain, *till you know the Sequel of my 
Adventure with Philocles; who fince I writ laſt; 
has ſeveral times by Appointment met me in the 
delicious Bower, but ſtill to my great Vexation 
he appeared inſenſible of any tender Itapreſfion : 
I could diſcern nothing in his Converſation, but 
a pious Deſign to convert me to Chriſtianity, and 
convince me of the Folly of the new Scheme, to 
which my Brother had made me a Proſelyte. 
But the laſt Time we met, I obſerved a ſoft 
Tonfufion in his Looks, *till after a long Pauſe 
(which I had no mind to interrupt), «© am god 
ihg laid he) to ſet _ ſelf in a very 2 
© jous 
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lous Light to one of your Character; but I 
am content to paſs for an Enthuſiaſt, till the 


Event convinces you of the Truth of what I 
ſhall relate. 


« If a domeſtick Tradition may be credited, 
there has no Perſon died out of our Family, but 
what has had a Warning of their approaching 


Fate, by hearing Muſick paſſing through the 


Houſe in the dead Silence of the Night, which 
is heard by none but the Perſon concerned : 
My Mother and Siſter both foretold their own 


Death from this Preſage. I fee you ſmile (con- 


tinued Philocles), but I have had the ſame 
Warning, and am {ſuperſtitious enough to cre- 
dit it. Laſt Night, ſome trifling Diſorder kept 
me waking; my Thoughts however were placid 
and ſerene, fome Verſes I had heard my Siſter 


repeat in her laſtSickneſs, came freſh into my 


Memory ; 


&« While Night in ſolemn Triumph reigns 
&« Aſcend my Soul the heavenly Plains; 

« Thy Flight to thoſe gay Regions take, 

&« Angels aud God are ſtill awake; 


 & The ſmiling Stars will light thy May 


« To the gladſome Realms of Day. 

While drowſy Men with idle Themes, 
en Joys, and airy Dreams, 
« Are entertain d; do thou converſe 
« Vith Heav'n, and heav'nly Strains rehearſe : 
„ Viſit the peaceful Climes above, 
& And through the Fields of Pleaſure rove ; 


cc Forgot 
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es, Ng the Scenes of Care and Strife, 
cc And walk among the Trees of Life; 
& Taſte the rich Fruits of Paradiſe, 
& And bath in flowing Streams of Bliſs : 
ce Solac'd in thoſe eternal Springs, 
ws Loſe ev'ry Thought of mortal Things. 


6c Juſt as I had repeated theſe Verſes, "F was 
c ſerenaded by an inviſible Muſician, with the 
ce ſweeteſt Strains that ever dilighted mortal Ears: 
4 The harmonious Echo ſeemed to paſs from 
* Room to Room, till it came into my Cham- 


ce ber, where after a ſhort Space it ſunk away 


c“ in a gentle Cadence. 


I knew my Obſequies were now ſung, and 


© heard the fatal Summons without Surpriſe ; 3 
Death was a Theme familiar ta my Thoughts, 


© as I neither expected or defired to reach the 
e Decline of Life.” 


I liſtened to this Story as to a Fairy Tale, or 
a ſort of waking Dream; as gravely as he told it, 
I could not forbear laughing, | 

“ This, Madam (faid he), is what I expected; 
% but it will not make me leſs ſerious on a Sub- 


& ject of ſuch Importance. You have often ral- 
lied me on a manner of Life ſo unſuitable to 
my Years ; perhaps it may be more the Effect 


49 
>. 


c of Reaſon than Inclination; my Brother's 
ce tragical End convinced me of the fatal Effects 
& of Love, and made me reſolve: never to ad- 


iv 


«© mit that diſtracting Paſſion to my Breaſt: But 


C 


* 


whatever Oppoſition -I have made, my Heart 
& has not been inſenſible of your Charms, nor. 
Ks cc with, 
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with all my Philoſophy, ſufficiently guardeff 

againſt the Allurements of Love and ſoft De- 
fire: Eyen now, when I find myſelf diſenga- 
ged from every other Care, I have the utmoſt 
Solicitude for your Happineſs; I am diſtreſſed 
to leave you in this State of Infidelity ; for this 
is the laſt Interview we ſhall have, unleſs I am 
permitted to make you a Viſit from the immor- 
tal Regions, in order to convince you, that 
the Hopes of Chriſtianity are no Deluſion.” 


“ This Propoſal (ſaid I) charms me, there 


would be no reſiſting ſuch Evidence. I hope you 


will prove a Ghoſt of Honour, and not fail the 


Aſſignation, which on my fide ſhall be punctu- 
ally kept, on condition you appear in open 
Day-light, and drefled in your celeftial Finery : 

with theſe Circumſtances I may venture to pro- 
miſe you, neither to run away, jnor fall into 
Fits. The Place of your Reception (though 
not perhaps ſuitable to your future Dignity), 


ſhall be a painted Alcove, fronting a Walk ſha- 


ded with Limes at the End of my Brother's 
Garden.” 

The Gaiety (replyed Philocles) with which 
you treat this Subject, perſuades me, you have 
Courage enough to be 3s good as your Word; 
which is the laſt and only Favour I have to ask, 
I muſt now bid you farewell, and in the Re- 
' tirement of my Cloſet, prepare to make my 
Exit, with a Fortitude becoming thoſe ſacred 
Principles, to which I have adhered.” 

Here with a tender Confuſion in his Looks, he 


ner left the Place, and gave me Leiſure to 


refle& 
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reflect on the odd Converſation that had _ 
But as viſionary as ſome part of it appears, I 
would fain believe the ſoft Confeſſion he made is 
no Fiction, for I find my ſelf exceſſively in Love; 
but this ſhall be a Secret to the young Enthuſiaſt, 
*till he has got over this Splenetick Fit, which, 
as whimſical as it appears, gives me a ſecret Un- 
eaſineſs: He has certainly infected me with ſome 
Religious Panicks; I have loſt my Taſte for eve- 
ry Kind of Diverſion ; Company is moleſting, 
and Solitude tireſome ; Self- reflection diſtracts 
me; whether I look forward or. backward, . the 
Profpedt i is all Confuſion. But I ſhall expoſe my- 
ſelf, by owning theſe Weakneſſes to one of your 
Charadter. Adieu, &c. 
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. Het? H my Aurelia! I ds ſurpriſing 

> Things to tell you! the lovely 
W2 Philocles is dead; His Preſages 
were too certain: About a Week 
Kr after our laſt Interview, I heard 
the melancholy Tidings, that Sir Harry Lizzard 
had loſt his only Son by a ſudden Death. The 
charming Youth was impatient of Mortality, and 
is gone to converſe with his Kindred Angels. 

You will wonder to hear me treat thoſe Subjects 
ſeriouſly, which I have till now ridiculed ; *tis a 
Change that I my ſelf can hardly Credit; I ne- 
ver imagined my Inclinations were ſo tenderly en- 
gaged, nor that any Kind of Adverſity could have 
made ſuch an Alteration on my Temper. 

After the firſt Emotions of Grief were over, I 
recollected the Appointment we had made, but 
rather wiſhed than believed ſuch an Interview poſ- 
fible ; however, my Mind was prepared for Con- 
viction, I began to reaſon with Cato, 


—F 
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75 there's a Pouꝰ v Above, 
ee He _ delight in Virtue, 


& Aud that which be delights in muſt be happy: 


1 found myſelf now intereſted in the T ruths 
of Chriſtianity ; the firm Belief of a Life ever- 
laſting, would in this Exigence have been my 
greateſt Conſolation; my Hopes and Fears pre- 
vailed by Intervals, and kept me in the moſt tor- 
menting Suſpence, while I waited for the deci- 
ſive Hour: As ſoon as it came, without any Con- 
ſternation I attended at the appointed Place. 

It was a charming Retreat, where Art and lux- 
urious Nature diſplayed their various Beauties; 
the Evening was ftill, the Sun in golden Splen- 
dor deſcending to the Weſtern Skies, glittered 
through the Trees: Every thing looked gay, new 
Life and Beauty appeared on all the vernal Pro- 
ſpect; the Plants put on a freſher Green, the Flow- 
ers diſplay'd a brighter Hue, and diffuſed ambro- 
ſial Fragrancy : Nature ſeemed animated with a 
conſcious Joy, as gladen'd at the Approach of 
ſome Heavenly Power. 

An unuſual Alacrity inſpired my Thoughts, 
and ſoothed my Soul with a ſecret Delight; while 
a ſoft melodious Sound, riſing by juſt Degrees, 
filled the Region round with tranſporting. Har- 
mony. 

In the Height of theſe agreeable Agitations, as 
the roſy Morning breaks from a Cloud, the charm- 
ing Philocles ſtood apparent before me: There was 


ſomething; 
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ſomething in his Aſpect ſo ſerene and beneficent; 
ſuch a Sweetneſs and Affability, that baniſhed 
every Thought of Fear, and filled my Breaſt with 
divine 'Tranqillity ; ineffable Pleaſure ſparkled in 
his Eyes; Youth in eternal Triumph ſat on his 
Brow, and painted his Face with a roſy Bloom ; 
His Temples were circled with a Wreath of ce- 
leſtial Roſes, which were mingled among his 
flowing Hair, with a ſort of ornamental Negli- 
ice. 

After a ſhort Pauſe, he began with a Voice 
that would have allayed the Anguiſh of Death; 
and charmed the wildeſt Diſcord into calm At- 
tention; every Accent breathed celeſtial Love 
and Harmony, while he deſcribed the Bowers of 
Bliſs, the ſoft Receſſes and Manſions of immor- 
tal Pleaſure. 

But tis impoſſible for me to paint the beautiful 
Ideas, or imitate the Emphaſis of his Language; 

the Powers of Eloquence fat on his Tongue, and 
commanded all the Motions of my Soul, which 


at that bliſsful Period ſeemed enlarged: in its ſu- 


perior Faculties; every Word was penetrating and 
fignificant, his manner perfectly graceful and tranſ- 
porting; In his Deſcriptions I ſaw the Glories, I 
felt the Joys of Immortality. But in the midſt of 
my Attention to the ſparklirig Orator, I could not 
help obſerving, that he often caſt his Eye on the 
Shadow of a Dial, which was placed on the 'Top 
of a little Marble Pedeſtal, on which with a be- 
coming Geſture he leaned with his Right Hand. 


1 fincied his 2 was limited; for at the laſt 
Glatice 
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Glance I ſaw him caſt on the Dial, he vaniſhed, 
and with him all my Joys. 

This momentary View of celeſtial Beauty has 
obſcured all earthly Glory : Never will the Sun 
diſcloſe a Scene of Pleaſure to my Sight; the Va- 
nities which lately amuſed me, have loſt their 
Charms; my Thoughts are fixed on ſuperior Ob- 
jects, a divine and immortal Ardor inſpires my 
Soul, and determines all its Motions: With the 
Evidence I now have of a future Exiſtence, my 
Notions of Happineſs are refined and enlarged, 
my Hopes bright and unlimited. 

Adieu, my dear Aurelia, I am not without 
Hopes, that this Relation will have the ſame Ef- 


fect on your Practice, as the heavenly Viſion has 
on that of, 


M ava vm, Tour moſt bumble Servant, 


Lavin 
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